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In Brunswick, a pleasant little town on the 
river Audroscoggiii, distant about tweutyrfivo 
miles from Portland, the capital of the uew 
state of Maine, ina ne^t log edifice, was bora 
RoB&RT SxEvifiNsoN CoFFiN,^ ROW better knowa 
by the appellalion of the ^^ Boston Bak]>.^ 

How it came to pass ths^t he was mheri^ 
into this ^' breathing world,^' under the roof^ 
so humble a dwelling, will be the BirBimpart0l 
query with the reader; thus be it answereli 
My father, whose name was Ebenezer CSdfi|(|t 
was born in Nev#>uryport, Mi^ssachusetts^ a^d 
educated at Cambridge College, in the «ai&iO 
state ; soon after the terioiiciation of his studieft 
at the university, he prepared himself for cImi 
ministry, and receiving an invitation from tha 
good people of Brunswick, be acceptedit, ftiiA 
finaHy settled among them. Brunswick, at thii 
period, wore a very jforbiddtog appeartf^ t 




^ 1 waft named Atler Captain RaBtttff STCTaffflotf, late of 
buryport, dece»sed.— -Big wMoir, I beKefe, isttilt tifif^g* ^^ ~^ 
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thefown was but thinly settted ; the land san- 
dy, and needing greatly the aid of art to ren- 
der it even tolerably profitable ; many of the 
tenements were constructed chiedv of loses — 
and the more splendid dwellings, (I allude to 
those formed ot: boards, shingles and squared 
timber) viere occupied by the families of those 
who mi^ht then, with some propriety, be term- 
ed the lords of the soil ; it required several 
months to rear and ornametjt a suilnble man- 
sion for the residence of their ap|»oinled pas- 
tor ; before this very desirable object could 
be accomplished, it became absolutely neces- 
sary, by the ^* Mede m\d Persian''^ laws of na- * 
ture. that I should be introduced into the soci- 
ety of the bearded bipeds of creation ! — fn this 
dilemma, human pride bowed to the suprema- 
cy of necessity ; the pastor opened tfie portal i 
Df a cabin, and introduced to a numerous fam- 
ily of epiders aiKl death-watcheia* himself and 
his vouthful bride. . i 

Wfiether my father or my mottier felt most 
chagrin on this occasion, I am unable to deter- 
tnine ; ihcy were both very younjr ; my mother ; 
had been nurtured in the lnpi)f.luxury, and no 
expense had been spared on her edncalion ; I 
she had bichlen adieu 1o the frien<ls and com- 
panions of her maiden years, to follow the for- 
tunes of him she had frf^ely chosen as her part- . 
per and protectcr througli life ; but siie had - 
never read, or otherwise understood, that For- 
tune could, in any wise, be induc(Ml to soil her 
velvet slippers, by treading on the threshold 

* A ivell kuoivu iiisecl, iuhabitiog tlccajrctl tijiiber. 
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ofso humbly constructed a dwelling as the one 
she now inhabited.; inucli less that the lair 
goddejis fehouid take up her abode within, and 
gladden those walls with her presence. On 
the contrary, my father's fortune, althousch less 
aiijple tharj tliat of my mother, was, with the 
amount of his salary, and an adherence to strict 
economy, **ufficient to H;ild the pill of life, and 
remove, in a ojreat dv^gree, the nausea of ex* 
)$lence ; aiuK moreover, he was of a merry 
disposition— of liberal principles— of jjood nat- 
viral abilities, and possessed great generosity 
ofspirit; he resprcted the world, for tlie Grand 
Architect of Heaven had formed it,, and pro- 
nounced it jj|;ood ; he could not doubt the wis- 
dom and mercy of Omnipotence, and Omnipo- 
tence had placed him upon the bosom of earth, 
there to remain, until the frail tenenieiU of the 
soul should fall, and f^u^aJgamate with kindred 
dust ; it was of no consequetice w:'At?r^ or nhen 
ilfell ; neveptheler^s, there were dnlies to prT- 
forna, and he could not beheld guiltless, wlio, 
l^nowing their importance, should wilfully ne- 
glect tfic performance of them, or fro improve 
the talent lie might possess, by burning it be- 
TJealh an Ufiseemlvand destructive weisr^t of 
Idleness ; — ^^hence. it fairly may be supposed, 
that his scruples to enter the simple and rude 
structure, arul, fora season to irdiabit the same; 
^^ere much sooner overcome than those of my 
Brother. Be that as it may, under that roof 
^asl born, and throufi^h the apertures of those 
logs did the glorious Sun emit the iirst raya 
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of celestial light* that ever broke upon mj 
being. ^ 

How much joy was manifested in tlie neigh 
borhood, and in how many djfTerenr ways, at 
the news of a " man-child^' being born ; or 
mrhat interest was felt as respected his future 
welfare, 1 have no kind of recollection what- 
ever ; nor has it ever entered my head to 
make any inquiries since of my mother ;— for 
this neglect I certainly owe an apologytb the 
reader, which is here tendered, and which, it 
18 hoped, will be promptly accepted, although 
the heinousness of the fault may scarcely ad- 
mit of pardc3^i ! There is also another very 
important point which I have never been able 
to determine, viz. : whether the Mmes did or 
did not attend on this occasion, and with their 
invisible harps annonnce me an adopted child 
of their goddesships ; thi» is' a matter which 
lias caused in my own mfnd infinite perplexity^ 
as it will, most undoubtedly, in the minds of 
many others ; but 1 cannot remember even in 
what metre, measure or style were given my 
first cries to the nursr — wlielher in doggerel 
rhyme or in heroic blarik vrrse : whether my 
eyes were in a " fine plirenzy rolling/' or not 
rolling at all ; whether the Genius of Poesy 
eprinkled me with the waters of Castnlia, or 
whether I was immersed in the limpid element 

* l«a? rel«*rtisil, bfcaiigp a ••aiMfle or a lamp might, |)f>*4b!y, 
^ve iradiaUBfl wy room al Hi** tiitK^— a lire \yfm% aniu-rr^icarv. as 
my birth Imppeii*'*! on liir 14lh o* July, tf^ii <la*s offer w\\fit ih 
raH<>d •• IndepffuUnt thy ;" ami i regref estrtmety WvaX it should 
IhiiK havi> lallpii out ; liowe^-f r. I have* alwa)^ ('ii(tejivi>inf*<l. viiid 
riiall Mill cruKiiiiiP tojiiakp the best ot it : it is worse than idle to 
lioki an argument vfWbfale t 
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of the Androsco^;giri : alas ! how deeply to b^ 
regretud is the treacherous inemorv ofinran* 
cyl How much of the story of our lives must 
forever remain a mystery^ from the inability 
to recollect the incidents of this interesting 
period of existence ! What would I not give 
to be. ai^sured of my bf*ing *' born a poet^'; to 
feel satii?lipd that my torigue lisped unir.telli* 
gible 'V^'fif^o^^*^' verse," ere its cord was se?« 
ered by the latjcet of the physician ! How de- 
lightful to recall to mind the anathematizing 
itanzas against tl)e hand that negligently had 
left a pin in my night-clothes, piercing with its 
sharp point my tender body, even until the 
welcome return of morning ! O, exquisite t 
exquisite !^ — Memory, thou art not alumys the 
foe of human happiness, the assertion of the 
inspired Goldsmith to the contrary notwith« 
standing ; thy pictures are not always dark 
and cheerless ; the tints are often bright, at 
fording many pleasurable emotions to thesou^ 
€Tea ill manhood^s month oi storms : 

Tn Vim who s< iiclflrreth to see 

Past yp.»r»» Ifi ro!fy »pent« 
To lriiii» Indeed, O Memnry, 

Tlioii. ait a demon sent. 

^ Bt't he who fearrth not to pas* 

Hisr»«n hrari's strlit ppvirttf. 

While > nnfi the sands ot*Hie*s brief gta9S» 
Shaft find a i'riend in you. 

It may not he amiss to inform the readei^ 
that the foreojoing stanzas are my own com* 
position, althouojh first published some yearf 
tgo, in the city of Philadelphia, that great marl 

1* . 
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of" brotherly aifeclioiu^' and Pittsburg Whis- 
tejr. But to return from toy digrej^siou .• 

lo process of lime the long wished-for manr 
pion was completed ; the rooms supplied with 
clegcint and substnntinl furniture ; the land 
divided and fenced round ; a stable epected^ 
lind a cow, horse and chair, together with aft 
ample supply of fuel, placed therein; and, no- 
thing liow reioais^ed but to take possession of 
the premises, which as may readily be sup- 
posed, was immediately done; but of the pre- 
cise lime, or of the manner in which these ope- 
rations took place, lamas ignorant as 1 am oi 
jf G — — 's* system of teaching grammar^ 

0r of my being^n adept in the^art of pacing a 
Ihree-legged horse — having no knowledge 
whatever of either of these sciences ! The 
vvorld is an inquisitive one, and its curiosity, as 
it respects any of my concerns^, shall be grati- 
fied; therefore be it known, by the solemn 
asseverations of my nurse, that I never uttered 
ftn intelligible word urttil [ had teeth; that I 
crept before I was kb\e to stand, and learnt to 
stand before I could walk; that the first jacket 
an^ trowsers that ever graced my body were 
made of nankeen, and of precisely the same 
colour as the pantaloons worn by General La 
Fayette on his introduction into the city of 
Kew-York, in the vear 1821 — a singular coin- 
ctdence, but ^f-ki thai pass ;^* moreover, that I 
was ofien chastised lor no other reason than 
because 1 dqserve.d it; this was really too bad, 
cndlahpuld hardly have forgiven the infllctora 

^ Of Philadelphia. 
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to this day. hnd I not generally received some 
sweelmeatH afterwards lo prevent tny crying: 
thus the skillful pliy?six'/ian after scarifyiitg the 
sensible flesh, will lay on an einollienl plaster 
to make ail well again. I shall now throw a 
forward somerset over several yearns of my 
('arthly ptlsrriinage, winch will bring me to ihef 
age of twelve years, or thereabontn. when a 
demon* under the specious guise of pleasure, 
entered our homf% and peace took its depar* 
ture, to return no more forever! — yet this fiend 
ahhougij pow*»rfulandof great malignity, could 
Bothave accomplished the utter destruction of 
domesfic happiness without the aid of human 
art, and deeper than hell born hypocrisy !-— i 
But tile grave has close<l over the frmlti/ of th^f 
iiyured, and the deep guilt oi'iUe destroyer.—^ 
Shall I speak, and command the tomb to dis- 
close its dark secrets to the world ? The tvhite 
robed seraph answers. No! The tears of the 
living answer. No I — Charity, 1 obey thy man* 
date ; the seal of death shall not be broken. 

* ##«'# # # • 

And now commenced the first of my misfor- 
tunes and my miseries. A separation of mj 
parents took place, by mutual consent^ as the 
^orld is pleased to pronounce it, but as I 
choose to defineit, by the officious interference 
of several lurkhig adversaries, who wished to 
purchase at a bargain that property 6n which 
their envious vision had so long dwelt with 
hniijrry impatience. F^te placed.it in the 
Wids of an uncle, and, alas ! my sister Eloisa 
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and myself with k t-^My father departed from • 
Newbury port, with my brothers, Cazeneau pud 
JSTewhali^ but my mother, with Horace^ then an 
infant, remained in Brunswick.*— Here, in ser- 
vile drudgery, passed a period of about two 
years; I was seldom permitted to see my mo- 
ther, although not half a mile distant ; yet I 
often secretly, as I thought atthe time, visited 
her, find just an often returned to receive a 
severe flagellation for the affection thus shown 
to her who gave me being ! This act of bru- 
tality, although but one among an infinitude, I 
can neaer forget — no, not at the bar of Heaven; 
resentment against the authors even at this 
day, wrll flush my cheek at recollection of the 
jdeed, and the ejaculation in our prayer, 4hat 
Heaven may forgive us our trespasses as we J 
forgive those who' trespass against us, often 
dies half uttered on my lips! — It is wrong— -I 
feel it tobewron^;; and may the all-merciiul 
Ruler of the Universe soften this obdurate 
heart, and impart to me a spirit of forgiveness. 
While I remained in Brunswick, my daily oc- 
cupations, or rather tasks, were to cut fuel for 
two orthreefires — to attend the various calls of 
boarders, strangers, and domestics — perform 
the duties of hostler, and, during the mild 
seasons, pursue through bc^ and tangled wood 
the devious pathways of the cow : 

** Delightful ta$k r*tA truck the lowing kine, 
And in llie faitfatess quagmire pinnge, neck<decp I 

Ah, would the muses but have visited me then ! 
la what glowing and unfading colours would I 
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have depictured the scenes passing around ^ 

me; a laughing Professor* of How doiu College 
should be found at one hour impressing upon 
my mhid a tear q( - ghosts* ^nd goblins dire,'* 
and at the next, provided it but thundered \i\ the 
Heavens, should be found salel^ promenading 
ill the darkness of his cellar, ihrough whose 
compact »'alls ihe electric flvid might in vain 
seek an aperture to enter! How rapturousljr 
also should mj* muse have described ihe beau* 
ties of a lindscaf>p, in which pine-treM^ 
pigeons, and whor tie* berries, were the moat 

frominent features — excepting alwajrs the 
rcsiileia'H house. Chapel, and College, as also 
tt^ turbulent tails of the Androscoggin !— * 

; •• Pliorliii«. whiit a nam€. 

To fill tlw» 4«rtHna. brnsfii traiirp of lame V* 

The followitig stands were composed on 
learning t lie desfructicyn. by fire, of the largest 
and most beau»ifnl building belonging to the 

CoHegiate lustit uiion : 

♦ 

Frf ^•Iji^sm* Bowdoin »'«»4ii»d it«lif'i(l» " 

Aim! eiact^tt llhf viflii^« pain; 
Kre To* «v hjrf h#r inapt Ir spM'ad, 

O: ki«fw hi* liiup a KlfHh!.— 
Wl ft' Aiiiliovro^jKiiiS waii-r> ilnw, 
• Kail' nriiii*(Mi4 kN «lrorfR aloii^; 
\^ lii'H Ihi* I;jH piiH* liiaj* slic ^io»v, 

Fii'H' li^pfct tbt^ clitid o song. 

Ymi s« a! of' lore, that prostrate lies, 

B» F tf'«rflnjl,i>«sK|iaiMl. 
Jii rlitl(ttio(><l*< niorit he saw arise, 

Majestically grand : 

« 

* Thf" he«ir rhemi«t and MiiierafoEi«;f in the United States, and 
s maij pOKses»ing many aiuiAbtc (|iidlities. 
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He «a«r M^K-^ bv.* thp christian wr«» 

or Bow 0oi.\*s yoiith thp irieiid— 
TheirrhOHM , their jrh»rj. { ruie, desif«« 
To the iWk trunb (it;sreiid. 

Witli look hen 1 20, once Sc»ience stood. 

And we|f(>mecl to lier lore; . 
Bfi^ F<»rum»» closeiH!! ang;ry inood. 

Oil PiM'svVsrhif I tile door ; 
A wau<4«rpr ^Uh^*' .unid^t the ^\ mtn - 

That ^IjioikIs iiiim P<^njirjN forto ; 
Few are the ftij^vt is Ur him that bioom— \ 

The iiuiistrei ofttie storm. j 

Slill ai>» tl^osp scenes to inpinor? dear I 

lit' koew -n oih'-r days: • ! 

Ei-*« > 'I h V* [»{<»v*'d m i» insfoofre, ■ ■■ 

<>i* JiJe i t])omy in iz<» ; 

StiM III' lis hi>i heril nt hiioitq wo» 

. Win ju 'j-r ^l^ trji'*- hevif^Ms, ' - 

And sivi > — 'tisail he c <o h<fii!ow-— : 
The uff'e. ji^g of hi"* intisr. 

To jie<» his coontry proudly so ir 

Abovf Ihr Oki ilh' hf ijilit. 
Pre etuiiiMt)! hi nr.iith Hiid potter, 

1V» rms'i opi»Hs>u*n'> inifi^lil; 
To III >ik. iMif'ippM h« r Eajti*' soar, 

h<' ♦in »l<.'«ii 'I Pk'. ire<'.'»-^ 
Thy ti ,nl, C' >l«imi>i I ivks .'.o more, 

IVt.'l t^'iMi itis vaiiiiv. 

Bow«oiv agam hrr head shiiUrear 

Ai C ijiii y'-* com iihimI ; 
ll^'i fd.iu'd hnll to ^< uiiee dt'ar, 

lie built hy Ft ii>iid>hifiN hand, 
AgdUi sf».T I hid h** Stiiiieiii hdii. 

And «l,id the. 8tran«:»'r's eyes 
VVhile^fjibbii aathe^its swell ilie gale, 

To those who bade ii rj<e. 

Before quitting my uncle, or rather my 
Egyptian task master, 1 hat] progressed so far 
in knowledge as to be able to write my namct 
and to do any small sum in addition or multi- 

* Tlte tir^l Presideul of Bovdoiu College. 
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plication ;— respecting figures, however, 
mast in justice coiifoss my then, and still exi 
tiqg antipathy to tbrra any acquaintance wil 
them ; tlieir very shapes are abhofrent to w 
«ighl, and did I wish to coflhiiit suicide, it eoul 
not be done more effectually than by obligiii 
myself to keep a wholesale merchant's wast< 
book ; tfiereJbre for my ignorance mi this mo; 
essential branch of education, ivo person ca 
justly be blamed but myself An excellei 
arithmetician himseiti even my lather oft€ 
^eciared me a dunce, when vainly endeavou 
ingtomakeme sensible of the importance an 
pleasure afforded by a lhoroui>:(i knowledjje < 
arithmetic;-— but the tide set anotlier way, an 
he could not charige its course ; h was wisdoi 
to stop- — and he ceased from, the hopeless ei 
deavour.. The study of grammar was also nr 
aversion ; and, up to this hour of my life, 
iiever have, nor am I able <o parse a sentence 
-^if a blush redtlens my clieek at llie ackno^ 
lodgement, it need not trouble t!ie reade 
whatsoever part of the punishmenjt I desert 
Ihat part I am able and willing to bear; — "1 
^very tub,'' &:c. «fcc. This, however, is tru 
I have been most unofeneronslv censured 1 
errors in my poetic compositions, which ha 
arisen from the dire necessity of writing, a 
^aonaent's notice, articles to be printed tlie n 
liour! On this subject probably I shall 
large hereafter. 

Bidding an eternal adieu to thebirth-pl 
of my miseries, with huge drops of unfcig) 
Capture, sparkling like the purest gems, in 
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corner of either eye, I entere<! the vehicle 
prortded #o convey irte Ip ' New bury port, Mas- 
8achu^iy>, the rfesideuce of ray fail)er ! Days, 
w«eks, inonlhs, ^nd years^, may roll past mei 
but the heart felt joy ex pericf need at this roo- 
uient of departor^ will never be obliterated 
from my memory; indeed, indeed, it niore 
tban compensated for all my former suflferings 
Wid sorrows. 

Op my arrival dt Newburyport, I resided a 
short tim^ with another uncle, whose charac- 
ter in most respects was the rever^^e of the for- 
rtier; affection for him Btrengthened ray anti- 
pathy and hatred for the other; he treated me 
with kindness, and my heart expanded with 
gratitude towards him— it was unexpected, 
and therefbre irfore deeply impressed on my 
hitherto dejected spirit; nfe has the blessing 
of a brolher^s offspring — may his life be pro- 
tracted, and 1(1 death may he be assured ot the | 
blessed imiAortality that awaits the righteous. | 
I was n6w apprenticed to learn the ^- art, trade j 
and mystery" of a bouse- joiner; howeveri j 
my continuance at this occupation was but of \ 
short duration ; the planing of rough boards, 
eotered with ice, and the eternal din of the i 
sayv and hammer, were altogether uncongenial : 
with my ideas of harmony and happiness ; iff i 
was fond of driving, ^}& were not what 1 wish* 
ed to drive — a horse would have suited me 
much bf^tter, for at this time I was a skillful . 
equestrian, and to rein the headstrong steed j 
had been my delight. After abaitdoning this 
business, for a few months I attended the town 
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school ; during which time I ledrnt the art of 
breaking mj head h^ means of skates, and of 
employing a scholar, or blockhead, no matter 
which, tp do my sums in arithmetic ; whether 
I made any progress in stenography* isdoubtr 
ful; as to the other branches of education, (if 
there were any) they were altogether neglect-^ 
ed. The time bad now arrived when, talearn 
some " trade,' art, or mystery," whereby to 
support myself hereafter, was absolutely ne- 
cessary ; I bad visited a Printing establish- 
ment, was pleased with the art, and in due 
time gave my consent to be an indented ap- 
prentice to Ephrajm W, Allen, Esq, editor 
and proprietor of the Newbury port Herald* 
Mr. Allen was by no means a hard master ; 
but, owing to circumstances which he could 
not easily avoid, several apprentices had left 
him before their just term of service had ex-^ 
pired : his anger could quickly be excited^ 
and as speedily pacified : on the whole, he 
'Was a generous and well-disposed man ; but 
he had two or three perfect imps of mischief 
to deal with, among whom, I am sorry to say^ 
I was chief— the very Rob Roy of the claa; 
every inhabitant of the town, of high or low 
standing in society, toward whom vve had im- 
bibed any antipathy, receive^ from us a ludi- 
crous nick-name ; — like our great progenitor, 
1 stood up and gave appellations to them all ; 
and we Jrequently held a conversation on the 
Merits of the several personages, even while 
Hime of those distinguished characters were 
present ; but to all, save a trusty few of our 
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young associates^ it was altogether unintelli«| 
gible, until bj carelessness, the Q)anuscript| 
list Was dropped in a place where it was soon! 
discovered ;— the cat let out, the business 
came to a speedy conclusion, and the objects 
of our mirth and spleen were, in this way, 
troubled no more; however, every neighbour, 
within gun-shot, continued to watch our " go- 
ings in and our comings out" with as much 
care as though we had been the lurking ten- 
ants of the forest, innidiously prowling around 
their dwellings for a safe opportunity to ac- 
complish an evil purpose ; their fears were 
somewhat groundless; we should have done; 
nothing worse than merely daubing with paste | 
the door handle, or carefully removing the 
stone steps where we supposed them to be in- 
fringing the proper width of the side walk — in 
this respect performing the duty of street com- 
missioners, although not specialty appointed 
to act in that capacity. No one could rival 
me in formin^g and preparing traps for such 
domesticated game as cats, dogs, pigeons, and 
the like ; it was on a fine summer day, that 
the hovel idea entered my braip of inveigling 
birds into the relentless jaws of a steel rat-trap; 
the thought was original, and, defying all e- 
' Tents, the project must be immediately put to 
• the test ; accordingly, the murderous machine 
was brought in requisition, set with the great- 
est nicety and discretion, some kernels of corn 
gently laid upon and around it, carried to the 
top of the oflJce-building, which was three 
stories in height, and there left to do what ex- 
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: ecutiory it might. While masticating ray dia* 
ner. a pigeon. alighted on. the fall of the trap^ 
and its teeth closed instantly on the leg of the 
J harmle^g victim ; in the useless endeavours to 
extricate itself from this incumbrance, it rolled 
from the roof, trap and all ; when opposite a 
second story window, the unfortunate pigeon 
regained its equilibrium^ and came fluttering, 
pouncing, and knocking the steel appendage 
of its leg against the panes of dim glass occu- 
pying the identical If ame of that window near 
which my master was then sitting ! — What his 
first sensations were, I cannot explain, as, very 
luckily for my shoulders, the whole of the tra- 
gedy was acted in my absence ; however, I 
returned in good time to hear the whole of the 
afterpiece, whicb rung in my ears for the space 
of an hour or two afterwards, although the ri- 
sible muscles would distend most amply when- 
ever the trap and window would intrude them- 
selves on my sight ! — To suddenly view, while 
in deep meditation, the indistinct image of an 
animal body, borne in air by a brace of wings, 
knocking with a huge and unseemly mass of 
iron for admittance at the second story, and 
at noon-day too, for a moment might have a- 
larmed the undaunted spirit of Caesar himself ! 
\ That there are more things in heaven and 
f arth than our philosophy hath dreamed of, 
is, tnost indisputably, true ; wherefore then, 
should it be deemed altogether improbable, 
that the Muse inhabited the body of the en- 
snared pigeon, and that I caught them twain 
at one and the same moment ? for certain it 
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is, that directly after this affair, a» unconquer- 
able deaire to make rhymes took possession 
of my mind, and I hesitated not to indulge it, 
to the great gratification of my young asso- 
ciates, and the unknown waste of paper, quills, 
and ink, the property of my master. 

Previous to the destructive conl^gration at 
Newburyport, an evident attempt had been 
made to fire the printing ofiice of Mr. AlHen ; 
there were three apprentices altogether, and 
the afternoon previous, we bad all been irri- 
tating a neighbour whose dwelling was situa- 
ted immediately back of the office ; this man 
caugbt one of the apprentices and lightly chas- 
tised him ; the next morning, after the discov- 
ery of the incendiary attempt to destroy our 
building, this neighbour caused us all three to 
be arrested, and examined before a justice pf 
the peace ; it became palpable enough that 
neither of us had any concern in the diaboH- 
ical act, and we were dismissed ; but I recol- 
lect that my feelings were greatly wounded at 
the suspicion, and I wept bitterly all the re- 
mainder of that day. 

My temerity at this period of life was very 
great ; I used frequently to hang by my hands 
alone from the very edge of a four story build- 
ing, to the in'finite horror of the spectators 
below ; and I made a practice of getting out 
of a third story window, when I wished to 
avoid my work, and safely descending by the 
wooden spout down to the street, taking great" 
care always to throw my bat and shoes out 
before making my own descent : the retrospect 
•makes me shudder. 



k 
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My first efforts at rhyming were of the Hu- 
dibrasiic character, leveHed against the ten- 
ants of a liouse of ill fame ; these productions 
were printed and distributed, with much pre- 
caution, during the hours of darkness, and 
when " leaden slumber'' had sealed the eyes 
of ail, save " chiels on mischief bent !" the 
printing part of the business, however, was 
soon discovered, and an end put to that con- 
cern at once; but I still continued to write, 
and present my doggrel verse to my juvenile 
campanipns. My next attempt was on a much 
larger scale, the theme being the destruction 
of Plum Island Fort^ so called, situated a few 
miles below JYewbnryporl^ and calculated to 
defend the harbour, provided it had not been 
placed quite so near the invading billows of 
tlie sea, which at last undermining and washing 
* away its sandy foundation, it fell, although not 
very terrible was the fall thereof; this poem^ 
or ^Vpi'ose run mad" production, consisted of 
r.bout twelve stanzas, only one of which I now 
recollect, and it herewith follows as a fair 
snecimen of the whole : 

'Twas on that night whicc) Pve Torgpt, 

The billows loud did roar, . 
Wher. overboard went all the shot, 

To v.oaad tUe lebsters sore I 

Rude ho\^ ever as it was, the ''Elegy on Pliwv 
IJand Forf^ attracted the notice of one of its 
projectors, and if nieinory does not deceive 
i:ie, a curse v/as uttered against the author; 
r.cver \. as a curse more gratefully, nay, raptu- 
i:o'd::\y received ! Ob, it was a oloiicns sou.^-J ! 
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My stanzas were ivorth cursing ! I could have 
knelt to the kind declaiiner, and served as his 
bond-man during as long a period, and with as 
thuch pleasure too, as gallant Jacob did for his 
beloved Rachel! Ah, how much happiness 
have ye lost, ye bards,v^hose maideu verses 
^vere nev-er anathematized by the rich and 
•powerful! — ^ye know not thevalu^ofa curse; 
ye are totally ignorant of its intrinsic worth to 
the unfledged muse of the youthful scribbler; 
it is the most powerfuHncentive to fame, and 
even to virtue; its influence on our indepen- 
dent spirit in the morn of life, is greater than 
the most lively imagination can describe ; had 
my elegy been pronounced ^^ot worth a curse^^ 
most probably I should have abandoned 
rhyme, and my name and mortal tenement 
^perished together ; but - when the anathema 
greeted my ear, my heart leapt for joy, and 
from that moment; I determined to climb the 
temple of fame, and if possible to hang my su- 
gar-loaf hat upon the spire of its cupola ! 

I now:amu6^d myself by composing short poe- 
tical com pliments,&c.to the youngmisses of my 
sister's acquaintance ; acrostics, rebusses, and 
the like, were in considerable demand, and 
l>y dint of perseverance and untiring industr}' 
'I was enablell to supply the market; an epi- 
.taph, or an elegy on the many traits of sagaci- 
ty and good qualities of a fevorite kitten, often 
•^^employed my leisure hours!— but, alas! of 
^vhata restless disposition is a human being; 
although thus pleasingly and w^^/Zy employed, 
ife«ay miad was lar from knowiiig coiiteiitmenti 
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teometfciag of still greater magnitude must be 
undertaken; something that would create 
some sort of a sensation among the multitude ; 
;r-what was it? The first of January was at 
iand ; the carriers 6f the Herald must have an 
address tp the patrons of that journal ; who 
vi'ould compose it:? why not do it myself? in 
what sense was Idcfficient? I could not dis- 
♦eera my lack of any thing requisite, and at all 
hazards rfletermined \o put my skill and fancy 
to the test; in dqe season, therefore, the,poem 
was finished, much to my own satisfaction ; in 
a disguisedihand it w^as transcribed, and con- 
veyed to the editor, through the medium of 
the Post OflJce ; 4t Was shown to an eminent 
attorney, and by hkn pronounced to be better 
than one which had previously been received 
from another quarter ; accordingly it was pub- 
lished y^nd on New Year's day presented .to 
the patrons of the Herald, (General La 
Fayette may feel, as undoubtedly he does, 
Very '^comfortable,^' (as old Cosey hasitin the 
pUy) in the assurance of our veneration and 
gratitude; but, I will venture to affirm, that 
he never felt so conseqaential as myself durinp; 
the whole of the above-mentioned day. It 
wa^ impossible for me to keep the secret longer 
than four or five hours'—out it popped, and 1 
enjoyed as much happiness as any human be- 
ing can enjoy without becoming delirious; I 
perused the poem more than forty times before 
retiring to bed, and my dreams that nigbt 
were all of future fame and felicity; and why ^ 
^ould it matter from what trivial circum- 
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stances our innocent pleasures may arise? 
They are generally more pure and heart-felt 
than thos-; which cost us more trouble and 
anxiety to obtain. 

And now it was that I supposed myself ca- 
pable of writing articles worthy of insertion 
in the columns of a newspaper; yes, I had the 
])resumption to think so — infatuated simple- 
ton, as 1 was ! . Piece after piece passed from 
the Post Oifice to the editorial desk — wei^e 
read, and then committed to the flames in mj 
immediate presence ! To bear these repeated 
insults with complacency was a things entirely 
out of my nature; my fortitude began to flag; 
and in bitterness of spirit, I abandoned the 
liopeless undertaking:. 

About this time a quarrel eissued between 
loy master and myself, the result of which was, 
thrit I took. leave of him and his service, as he 
Ijad left it at my option to remain or depart; 
but I did not immediately return to my father's 
liouse,' from the fear entertained of punish- 
ment, and compulsion to return to my master; 
my father was in the country, and my m.other 
knew notiiing of the incident during tvvo or 
three days; when, after mature deliberation, 
I sent her a letter, in v/hicJi was expressed a 
ihm determination never as^ain to s*?rvc os an 
apprentice to the man I had just left; the :in- 
}:\\er w^as couched in terms thr>t iiu^a:'. (1 ivid 
to venture iVoni my liidiji'"^ v]i\ce — a c'^'-:':":- 
r:r:!:cr's shop — Jii.d o;.ce L.-^ce ";-]iclr' sit :-• - 
i^y.i down by l!:o /■ :::l!y z're-:.ldp. '].: \ ^\ / 
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/situation with his brother, William, B. Allen, 
who also was a printer, and then resided ia 
Haverhill, Massachusetts; with this man my 
«tay was rather short — about sei en months ; 
nloring three ofwhich I w^orked night and day, 
without cessation, excepting the few hours 
tibsolutely required for the renovation of ex- 
liausted nature; and such, was the pressure 
of business, that seldom even Sunday "shone 
a holiday for me ;^'-^-and here I beg leave, al- 
though perhaps voluntarily guilty myself, to 
enter an unqualified protest against all unne- 
cessary' labour on the Sabbath; there is a 
Voice in the very silence of nature on that day, 
to which I have listened, ajid which has con- 
vinced me that it hath be^ hallowed from the 
finishing of creation, by the fiat of Jehovah 
himself;^ — if I have been deceived, let me 
never discover the deception^ In religion I 
\ am no bigot : are the widow ami the fatherless 
peri&hingon the day of the Lord, for lack of 
hel? my tnan-servant and my cattle shall,— 
aye, on that cfcy,^— provide^ them wood from 
the forest, and they shall not die ! — But my 
poems will sirfficiently explain both my moral 
and religious principles in every respect ; and 
to them I refer the enquiring reader. — There 
^vas no time liere to court the Mtises — ^at least, 
not until the welcome return t>f Spring, when 
gentle love took possessioir of my soul, and 
laid a strict emiiargo on common sense ; the 
Muses fell to work again, like Green Moun- 
tain turn pikers— they soon formed a direct 
a^oad to the ^ery centre ^of that Jheart wlxer^ jny 
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affections were enshrined ; the crows were 
now transformed to nightingales — the pitie 
trees were loaded with most excellent oranges 
— the winds wafted to me the perfumes of 
Araby — nature had put on her ^^best bib and 
tucker," and appeared in more than common 
loveliness ; I had free access to the home of 
my charmer, and time trod on flowers — ^^I heard 
not his footsteps; my duty to my employer 
was neglected— -my health impaired, and I 
again returned to Newburyport; for several 
months sickness confined nie to my home. 

After a" partial recovery from illness, through 
the influence of my former master, I was em- 
ploye^ by Messrs. Gushing and Appleton, of 
Salem, e litors and proprietors of the Gazette, 
— both in the truest sense of the word, merit- 
ing and receiving the appellation of gentle- 
men; Mr. Chshing superintended the printing 
department, and Mr. Appleton attended to the 
concerns of the bookstore; my situation was 
satisfactory, and the genius of poesy was al- 
ways at my elbow ; I was a friend to De Witt 
Clinton then, and hesitate not to declare my- 
self so still; young as I was, I had learnt this 
homely but wholesome truth, that the ripest 
and richest fruit is that which is most pecked 
at by birds, and marred by insects! I allude 
to the charac4;er of the man — politics are an 
utter abomination unto me. 1 composed and 
printed several poetical productions in favour 
of Mr. Clinton's election to the presidency; 
these werfe distributed late in the eveninor in 
Cvvery part of the town, and the wonder was. 
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"and atill the wonder grew," from whose brain 
they emanated, for they had been written, 
printed and disposed of without the know- 
ledge or consent of Mr. Cushin^ ; — it is a mat- 
ter of some difficulty to place a cat in a bag, 
but it is still more difficult to bold the animal 
fast when it is in : I opened my mouth, and, lo ! 
out flew the name of the author, jumpino^ with 
the velocity of lightning from ^^post|to pillar,*' 
and, like the rod of Aaron, swallowing up vJA 
o^her subjects oi conversation, at least amonj^; 
the young political literaU of the place. There 
was an imperishable wreath weaving for me in 
the loom of fame, and the Graces stood in rea- 
diness to twine it around my brow as soon as 
it should be completed.whenj alas ! I again fell 
sick, and was necessitated to depart for New- 
buryport. 

The winter passed away in idleness, being 
unable yet to renew my ordinary business ; at 
the opening of spring my health returned, and 
I was employed on half wages by my former 
master, E.W.ALLEN,Esq. Some months glided 
away in mutual tranquillity and satisfaction, 
when a furious and somewhat bloody battle 
ensued between my employer and myself, in 
which he came ofTconqueror, though, I believe 
a little damaged in the hull and rigging ; in 
the height of anger he uttered something de- 
rogatory to my family, and which, as a man, 
he could not but acknowledge was wroQg. My 
father still remained in the country, and no 
threats or mild advice could induce me to en- 
ter the Printmg- Office again ; an insult of this 
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nature was not easily obliterated from my 
memory, for it was ungenerous and altogether 
unjust. The relation of circum&tances such 
as. the preceding, may appear of trivijail mo- 
mcMto the reader; but Ibave undertaken to 
write my life, and it must be written, let who 
will approve or condemn : I am weary of ver- 
bally replying to the queries of strangers, and 
even of my friends; it has long been an un- 
welcoraelask, and this is an apology for pub- 
lishing trifles, which I hope may be accepted. 
Again 1 was unemployed for a length of time; 
that is, I was not attending to any business of 
a lucrative character; the hours were passed 
An scribbling verses that were generally burnt 
• as soon, and sometimes before theji' w^re fin- 
ished ; the lack of some useful and constant 
employment gave unlimited control to melan- 
choly reflections on the past, and once cheer- 
ing prospects ot life ; the home of childhood 
wds now become the habitation of strangers; 
the sacred desk, from which the lips of my fa- 
ther were wont to declaim, was filled by ano- 
ther; our substance was destroyed; our pa- 
rents in distress; my heart grew sick, and 
death would have been welcome — but he came 
not. Even o6r kindred seemed to have for- 
gotten us in our calamity: 

Yes, it is true ; the world caii cUaDge* 

Audi l^fodred kind forget ; 
And home become a dweMiBg straogp — 

A board for straogers set. 

• . ^ 

Yes,*— it is true ; the flowers of hope 

May perish in their bloom ; 
And glowing bands the path may ibpe 

That ends bat ia the tomb. 



•*> 
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The eldest of ray brothera, and having no 

[>ther resource than to be fed by charity, or at 

[)nce to throw myself upoii the world and de- 

diand from it a subsistence, it will ,readily be 

supposed that 1 chose the latter. — The Rev. 

Jambs Morss^ Rector of St. Paul's Churchy 

Newburyport, through the influence of his. 

friend, ur. Eaton, of Boston, obtained for m? 

a situation in the Printing Establishment of 

Messrs. Weli^s and Lilly, of the latter place; 

— and here pet mit me to express my gratitude 

to a man worthy, as htmianity can ever be, of 

the name of Christian on earth, and of the 

everlasting glory ai^d happiness of Heaven^; 

a man whom the lips of tbe widow and the 

fatherless pronounce blessed ; a man, whose . 

humility declares him a *' legate of the skies,** 

whose breast-plate is righteousness, and whose 

feet are shod vvith salvation f a Christian^ 

clothed in the spotless robe of charity,, and 

whose actions speak lore and good will to alt 

mankind. Think not, reader, that mj^grati* 

tode enhances his virtues, for 1 lament my ina- 

hility to do justice to his merits ;—Kis epitaph 

J8 written by the finger of inspiraUori— i?to*ecl 

kthe mantplw hath compassion on the poor and the. 

o^mW, and it is engraven by gratitude on the 

tablet of the spul. But for him, (so speedy 

£d misforti^nes accumulate,) my wretched 

||iother might have been thrown a burden upoa 

** at town, to whose prosperity my father h^d 

greatly contributed ; and she might have 

zed with humid eyes, from the windows of 
alms-house, on the walls of that CoUege|. 

3 
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ibr the erection of which her husband had 
drawn up the first subscription paper, and by 
Jhis influence obtained the patronage of the 
wealthiest inhabitants of the place,* — a per- 
son having been despatched from the '*' Select 
JVIen'^ of Brunswick on the ungracious eri^md^ 
tQ transport us to Br unswick, there to be sup- 
ported like paupers, at the expense of the 
town ! My soul sickens at the recollection. — 
Whece then were oqr wealthy connexions ? 
Where the sun-flies of prosperity ? Where the 
officious friendsf of other days ? They had all 
^passed oi) the other side !'' But, thanks be 
to G0P9 the good Samaritan was at hand ; the 
oil and the wine were administered, and the 
broken heart made whole — and may the heart 
that dictated such benerolence never beat 
with liny other sensation than that of the 
purest joy^ Morss, if thou hast enemies, they 
need not my anathemas, for thy £<}e9 are the 
epemiesofall the virtues that ennoble man« 
and prepare him for the enjoyjiptent of heaven. 
There wore other friends at this period, to 
whpm I tender my thanks, and particularly to 

Mr. EnwAHP Hanp, Junior, Mrs. Tract, 

and the hmily of Captain WihhtAu Ferris, for 
their unchanging friendship ^« through good or 
evil report.'* 

r Arriving in Boston, jemployment was iifime* 
diately afforded me ; I received no stated WS" 
ge^, but was paid for what I earned, which did 
not amount to much, arising from causes that 

* 'jTb^ orijj^inal ftobseriptkui pa(ier is id vaj povessioiit 
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caiyqot be well understood bj anjr, sav6 
printers — therefore an explanation is deemed 
unnecessary. After the labours of the day 
were past^ the muse sometimes condescended 
to visit me ; and on one of these occasions she 
produced the following stanza^, which were 
the first of hers that ever appeared before the 
public through the medium of a newspaper } 
they were publistied in the Boston Efveniiig 
Gazette, a weekly journal edited by William 
BvRDicT, Esq.* 

Angelic nytiapb, my mese awakes 
To siug those heaveDly cbarms of tblne ; 
And gladly from lier slumber breaks 
To weave for tbee a wreath <li?itte« 

' ' . Y«s — OQ tljy bead a wreatb Til place, 
Ot'flotvVets lair and fragrant wove i 
Flo vrerfl such as aogeU* temples g^«e» 
Of odouis sweet, and pure as love, 

A blushing rose sball grace tbe irreatlH 
To rcpreseot t'lose ebeeks of tbine ; 
The violet too ii8 sweets sball breathe- 
Like thee in mo4est lustre sbioe : 

Then vairioas fiowers msj intervene^ 
Each smaller aperture to elese ; 
Ao^last, tbeclaipiiif erergreeo 
Sball gently twine around the rose : 

To tell tby sez—thoagh ^nufy fade^ 
And wither in tke siknt tomb» 
Yet, though lo modest garb arr4)r% 
Like evergreen shall vtrtoe bloom* 

To have witnessed the various manoe^uirres 
1 made before I ventured to slip mj bantling 
into the letter-box» would have i:reated bo 

• *^ After iiijr retoto lh>m see, there irere ftlso several irfilir 
pieces of suae published Id this jearaal. 
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small degree of merriment to any person pre- 
viously acquainted with my design; tweaty 
timed did 1 advs^nce, and as often did Iretresk 
ilo reconppitre the out-posts ; every passeoger 
was considered as a spyv and I hid myselF un- 
til human voices and footsteps were no longer 
heard ; then, like a lurking incjendiary, on tip- 
toe, 1 sought, for the last time, the office door 
jr-slipped my communication into the box, and 
fan home to uiy lodgings with all the haste of 
a pursued felon ! it was on Sunday evening 
that I performed this daring exploit, and dnr« 
ing five days and a half [ trembled and shook 
like Belshasszar, leat some one had s^n me in 
the very act! However, on Saturday after- 
noon the piece appeared in the Gazette, and 
to*say that I was* happy^ woald be merely a 
eommon-place jremarfcj I waa two feel taller 
the succeeding week than I have ever been 
since; my bidk, a pretty thing for a poet I— - 
increased in greater proportion than my 
height, and it is<a matter of surprise hW I was 
enabled to crowd up and down the narrow 
'aide- walks, lanes, and alleys^ for which Boston 
has always been famous, tvithout stopping the 
egress or ingress of carts, stage-coaches, wa* 
gons, &c. Had Doefor Samuel L. Mitchill 
bowed to me ^at this timev I should have re*- 
tumed the complin^nt J^y a s%ht inclination ' 
pf the head only, as much as to say, ^^Goodbye 
sir ; at present I have no time to waste on such 
trifling subjeeti cts natural phihsopfm^ ekemistry^ 
end ine like P^-^But to proceed witn my narra- 
te: feurpoeais mw mdetJmr appearance 
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\a qciick succession/ in the columns of the 
abovementioned Gazelle^ and altbougb more 
laboured, they were inferior to the first, owing 
probably to my over-anxiety to render each 
succeeding poem better than its piredecessor ;^ 
and there is no good resulting from the vaiif 
attempt to outrivtH outselves ! 

The following 16 the best of the four poems 
just alluded to; 

WHITTfiN on THB &£A^ BY MOONLlGBTt 

What time pale CjDlb1a*8 silver beams 
Ob oeeaa't bitoyaBt botfen play, 
Tbeo fk> i lave, m pleaaiDg dreaiDiy 
o pass Ute eileDt hours away* 

*Ti8 UwB filed memovj briogs to vielv 
Past scenes of pleasure and repose ; 
Scenes that hate fled like tDorning deir. 
That glittered on niid-siiflQiiier's roift* 

Tistbeo mjr wooderiog oXil adores 
The band Ibet formed yoo rait feereoe^ 
'Tte then mf gratet'tti heart entpo^fv 
Its tiribttte to the Great IJjissftt?^ 

*Tiftihefi for follies past I vreep-^ 
*Tis theo for tiioe wisspeiit I moangi'^ 
< Tks then that conseleni^e irates firoflu Si0l0 
. And ieUs of yean for erer flown* 

^Tis then the tftlor*8 generous bear! 
Blay breathe the . s|gb to friendship dear % 
And doomed Gcom her he loved to pa(^ 
iftop on his rugged ^euH a teat* 

Oh* saered hour of sireet repose* 
• To misery's child, ah ! doubly deqiv 
Oh, s|ay tilKheaven &M soothed ugy wo^ 
Biip^'d mi douhtSt kod €ahn*dffly foa»» 

At this period I was drafted for thnea mooths^ 

<)^tr ftt South Boston $ to avoid doii% ukid 

8» 
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&aif I reported myself to the aurgeon, Dr- 
G— p-«- 1'-^— ~, as labouring under con8Qin{^ 
tioor and tberefore not fit for a soldier ; the 
doctor soon dt^coVered that nolblog ailed^ne^ 
buta dislike lo «the seryiee, yet he eeenied to 
commiserate my eittiation, ai^id gave me a paw<* 
erfui emetic and cathartic^ W^d then told m^ 
|o^o bone) take the ittodict9e» and report mj^ 
seif to him on the next morning, w^ch I ae* 
cordingly did ; he inquired how I felt, &c. I 
told him the medidne had made me a great 
deal worse, when he immediately gave me 
the same kind of doses again, and told me, as 
before, to take them, and report myself next 
morning : by this time 1 found that the stogeott 
was "^^yanJcee tm^^ alid that I iiMst try some 
other means of extricating myself from being 
a soldier; I had nerer taken 4>ne partible of the 
medicine the doctor had given me, £3r I well 
knew wha^ its effects would be, and i was also 
convinced that he was satisfied that I was any 
thing rather than a sick man. It would have 
Jbeen better for me to have remainefl in the 
frying-pan, dian to have jumped into the fire, 
as I afterwards ecmtri^'ed to do, in the follow- 
ing ingenious manner, viz. by being imprison- 
ed in an old crazy^ worm-eaten ship for the 
space of nine monniB, to avoid being a soldier 
during only three months. 

About this time I accidentally met a young 
acquaintance, who had been bred to the sea 
over since he was twelve j^ears <€ age ; after 
jpadsing the usual salutations be informed me 
fhat he wa.3 on the point of sailing for the isL« 
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fti>d af St* Bartbolamews^in a Letter-of-Marqut 
schooner, callea " The Dolphin" ; f inquired 
whether he supposed 1 was- acquainted with 
any af the hands already shipped ; he replied 
in the affirmative, as all but the cook and one 
sailor were froiu Newburyport ; my next in- 
quiry was^ *<! Does your Captain want another 
hand ?" '* yes^'' was the blunt and brief ait- 
Bwer ; Biy determination was formed and fixed 
in an instant: << Will be ship me ?" said L 
« No," replied my friend ; ^^ Our Captain is 
well acquainted with your mother, and there* 
foremust know thather consent would not be 
given to a step so rash, and fraught with dan* 
ger— for, at the hest, a sailor has buUt " dog's 
life" of it, and now it is war ; — the Elffglish ves- 
sels may he seen distinctly from the Castle, 
aed we may be made prisoners before we have 
lost sigld of land, and in a few dayi after be 
sent to Halifax prison, and thence to £ngland ; 
in such a case Vrhat excuse could he make for 
shipping a minor, at such a time too, and whose 
parents, he must be convinced, would not 
sanction the act; he might be prosecuted, and 
a heavy penalty be inflicted for conveying you 
jootof the (Jnited States" ; — be concluded by 
advising me to stay on terra Jirtna^ and follow 
my own business. — ^I was not to be thus easily 
turned from my purpose ; the next morning I 
saw the commander of thi^ Dolphin — made 
iknown my wishes^—told him my mother had 
consented that I should go to sea, provided I 
did not enter on board b, privateer — that I wa$ 

good healthf and woiidd he conteat mtfc 
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9€V€n AoWiktB per month ; after coD^iderable pai> 
!e)^iug and " u'Ai/c-lying" on my part, he con- 
sented, and repaired with me to the Custom** 
House to procure for me a '^ Protecimn^* — ^i. e. 
a piece of paper identifying my person, and 
declaring me a native-born subject of the Uni* 
ted States ot America ; the following evening 
I exchanged my citizen^s dress for that of a sai- 
lor's^ and the next day empjbyed myself in 
throwing in stone ballast, &c. ^The firk mate^ 
to make trial of my agility, gave me the end of 
a rope, and ordered me to reeve it through a 
block above the cross trees; there were na 
Fattlings, to the shrouds, and the height I wa& 
to ascend appeared somewhat formidable ;-^ 
bat had ft>een commanded to scale the rod^ 
of Gibraltar, the attempt would have been, 
made, although the breaking of my neck were 
the certain consequence ; — th# ropeV end I 
Jtook between my teetb^-^mouQted t|ie raiUog, 
and seizing the shrouds,! proceeded on my 
upward journiey ; on reaching the cross-^trees, 
my strength was nearlv exhausted, and in l^ss 
than a minute more I should hive fallen head^ 

^Some time after my retdrD froi» Englatid, this dsm^ bitof p«« 
per,^ becanne Uie cause of mucb uneatioess to my frieDds aocl 
KUDily, by causing my death to be ioseried io a N. Odeaos paper. 
1 bad siYCQ my protectieu to a young man, who somewhat te^ 
sembled me. and who beinj; far from hit ftieudu, could not easify 
obtaio a proteetion in Bofton ; I suppose he toolc my same, felt 
siefc in r« . Orleans* was carried to the ^hospital in that city, died, 
and not disclosing his own Dame« my name was inserted t'roln the 
protection, and thus found its way into the New^England Joor* 
Bals. When I saw the obttnary notice, I immediately wrote la 
;4toform my motker that I was not dead, and eoold prove Ut which 
tftews soon set matters all right again, aiid mved the ewpwu t£ 

mwoingforraibv of bpyi^siiitoblectfimdctottestottoumlal 
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loDg to the deck ; however, by. dkit of one 
^reat and masterly effort, I threw my right le 
>ver a projecting end of the cross-trees, an 
pras safe ! — My business aloft being accom- 
plished, I returned below and received some 
ro\igh ejicomiums on my dexterity. — We were ^ ] 
tifearly ready to haul out into the stream, when 
SI H land ih^fk^^ seized me by the shoul<ler and 
Btrm, told me I was his prisoner, and conduct- 
pd me To jail ! — ^My very kind landlady, it 
would seem, indulged a strong suspicion of 
my owing some four or five dollars to her lady* 
isbip, and had employed the said *^ land-shark'^ 
to kidnap me previouls to my contemplated 
voyage, as I mightnever return, and she would 
lose the debt. My residence in the. ^^ stone 
|ug*^was a hight and a day ;— there was no 
taking benefit of l^ act, for there was no act 
for tte debtor's relief ever passed by the en- 
lightened Legislature of Massachusetts* Du« 
fing my confinement, such sentiments as are 
containedifi the following verses, arose in my 
mind : 

Hark ! 'tis the deUtor^g gn>ao f bear ; 
Wiibiii yon gloomy wallrbe si^is ; 
Afain it btuitB upon tlic ear— • 
AgaiD k rends the vaulted skies ! 

Lo, taber bosom, beaTlnjE htgii« 
A mother elasps h.er blooonios boy ; 
And U0V7 in Diadoe«s iilJls ber eye» 
And spams or life ber only .it>y. ^ 

Cased is tbe heart in triple steel, 

! And barder tban those walls of stonet 

That does not lor her sorrows feel— 
Thai heeded wA the ieUor*$ (roan. 
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Tfeattbou ill turn vriU taste of wo, 
And thie ftauie loercy sbatt receire, 
Whicb tlwu ikMl: to Ibj tirotber stow. 



1 

I was relieved from imprbohment by out. 
^f the Dolphtn^s owners, and harried oq board 
the boat that was to convey ine to the schoon- 
er, then at anchor in the stream 5 4be^same 
day we dropped still ferther down, and caine 
to, below the Castle, where we lai^ duriMi 
two or three days ; the privateers M'Donoug^ 
and York lay near us, waiting an opportnnitj 
to get out ; on Saturday commenced a cold 
and heavy storm, attended with snow, and oft 
Sunday afternoon we spread our canvass, and 
was out sight of the Light-House in a tangent, 
—In helping on with the bonnet of the fore- 
sail, my hat flew of erboard— -My head felt die- 
^y — I was on my beam-ends twenty times ia 
less than as many minutes, when the Captaii^ 
perceiving my situation, gave me liberty to ge 
below ; I ttlmed into my birth in the forecas- 
tle, where I reniained for twenty-four houra^ 
nor should I have left it during the remainder] 
of the passage, had I not been compelled to do i 
BO by the orders of the commander. Once; 
morel appeared upon deck, and cursed my 
unlucky stars for bringing me into so mucfa 
trouble ; — let the landsman boast of his forti- 
tude in suffering ; let him pride himself Qpofi 
his patience in adversity, and his calm resigna-l 
tion while the hand of disease is upon hina ;■ 
but, if he hath never felt the sensations produ- 
ced by seu'suimessjlei him hold hi^ peace ; he 
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is a very novice in all these virtues, he hath 
never put them, to the truest test : let him sof* 
fer this provoking and unbearable complaint 
for one week onlj, and, if during this period, 
fortitude, patience and resignation do not 
HQiarch oifat quick step and in Indian file, then 
have I not a correct idea of human nature. 

I continued sick until the day we were made 
prisoners, whidi soon happened ; — however, 
notwithstanding my illness, on crossing the 
fropic line, father Neptune came on board, 
tod insisted that I should be initiated a mem- 
ber of his family ; it was in vain to dispute his 
eommands-^there was no escape from his 
authority ;— the preparations were made— *roy 
^yes covered by a thick bandage, and through 
bis speaking trumpet he announced that all 
was ready ; the scuttle of the forecastle was 
>6pened, and my presence required upon deck ; 
i6ne arm^was thrust into the pump, and there 
wedged (as I supposed) witn the pump han* 
dle-^f he other was lashed to the boat ; one of 
his majesty^s attendants lathered my face with 
tar, &c, &c. while another very deliberately 
strapped his rusty hoop-razor upon the blunt 
edge of a still rustier a^ie; this sea^devil, it 
would seem, was quite unacquainted with the 
manner of modern shaving ; for he applied his 
rassor to my cheeks and chin with bgth hands^ 
taking ofifa quantity of skin, flesh, and lather, 
at every stroke he made ; and if my face was 
long and lank when he commenced, my visage 
was not a whit shortened by the operation ; in 
sootb, fho0gh he was a barbarous shaver, be 
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was no barber ! And now it was that the oat] 
was administered, aqd also a plentiful mouti 
ful of the said lather, whenever 1 opened ml 
lips to reply; several buckets of** salt sea-wa^ 
tcr,'' forcibly thrown in my face, completed 
the ceremonies of initiation;, my arms were 
loosed, and I retired to change my clothes, 
and ponder upon what had befallen me, in the 
gloom of a forecastle birth — a beautiful situa- 
tion for harmonizing the mind, and expanding 
our poetical ideas ! 

For particular reasons, which the reader 
need not trouble himself to inquire into, the 
following classically written Narrative is here 
inserted ; it was"written for bread, but is never- 
theless entitled to much credit, as it is founded 
on truth. The song at the conclusion will, no 
doubt, afford much amusement to the English 
Reviewers, should they be so fortunate as to 
peruse it ; as it is, in verity, a good song in its 
place, viz. an English prison-ship! To enhance 
my own well deserved praise for the produc- 
tion of so brief and excellent a narrative, the 
good-natured reader is informed that nearly 
the whole of it was composed in types, ex- 
tempore — that is, without being written, and 
that too, in the short space of six days. Here 
it is, verb, et UU from the beaxitifid ongmdX ; 
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. A oooeise narrative of the ungeaerous treatment etperi^ooed 
wj AfBericao prisoners hi Kngtaod aitd Xhe West Ili4k»» 
&e. Writtea by.a yoang man wbo wM a iwimoer 
nearfy five moDtbs io the isbod of Barbadoea 
and four in England. Interspersed with 
Anecdotes, Remarks, &c. •* Trnth 
needs no ornaoient.** DaDTille» 
Printed by Ebenezer Ea- 
ton, 1816. 

Sailed froqi Boston in the year 1 81 4, onboard 
a private armed schooner, called the Dolphin, 
Johnson, commander, bound for the island of 
St. Bartholomew, West Indies ; spoke nothing 
on our passage, but saw a number of small 
vessels, supposed to be American privateers* 
We had experienced but little bad weather, 
and nothing of importance occurred until the 
morning of the 14th day of our passage, (hav- 
ing made the land the evening previous) when 
at day light the man at the mast head descried 
a sail. Our captain still kept the schooner on 
her course, until he could plainly discern the 
English colours flying at the peak of the man 
of war brig— as she afterwards proved to be : 
he then ordered us to tack and stand before 
the wind, the brig also coming down before 
the wind, with all sail set The brig kept up 
the chase, and continued to gain upon us until 
2 o'clock P. M. when she fared several shot, 
which, however, fell short ; she continued to 
fire at intervals, still gaining on us quite fast, 
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^ jir nearly an hour, when ehe had come so nigfa 
bat the shot from her long gdns reached U8| 
.ind in a few minutes after, she fired several 
«"hot from her carronades, which passed orer 
us. Our captain now ordered ti^ schooner (o 
behove to, which was immediately done ; wrA 
dur colours, not having been hoisted befi>re, 
nor during the chase, were directly hoisted, 
and soon after struck to the British man of 
war brig Columbia.* 

The 2d lieutenant of the brig and two mid* 
shipmen came on board, and in an imperious 
tone demanded ** from whence are you ?** the 
reply was, " from Boston.'* He then ordered 
us to get our things ready to go on board tfie 
brig ; but before we bad time to pack up oar 
dunnage, we were ordered into the boat, which 
leaked so much that she was half full of water 
before we re?iched the brig. When on board, 
our ba^, chests, fyc. were searched, and some 
canvass taken from us. 

The commander of the brig had been, as he 
informed us, a prisoner in this country in the 
early part of the war. and was a lieutenant on 
board the Java when that vessel was captured. 
He spoke highlj of the Americans, said they 
treated their prisoners well,and that we should 
be used accordingly. But although we fared 
as well as the crew of the brig, yet the most 
abject beggar in this country Would think it 
an insult to his poverty to be offered what this 

* Tbe Columbia formerly belongcid to William Gray, Esq. <jC 
Flalem. Massacbu,seitfi ; she wa^ then know/ii by the n^^^e of Ibfi 
CurlefT, and was built for tbe East ludia service. 



humane Engts^aiM doiib(lM8 thott|^ was m 
great eondescension to allow m» I will 011I5 
describe the 6rearf— if go it can properly b6 
called. It had beea baked, to ail appearance^ 
at leofit two years ; and had so long become 
the habitation of worms and wevils^ that it re- 
sembled—except to ihe taste— a hone jcomb I 
and was&o extremely hard and compact, that 
I sincerely believe, were it converted into 
.wa^on-wheelSr it would last nearly half as 
jtoi^ as any kind of wood, except lignum vit<e^ 
commonly used for that purpose. This bread 
we were obliged to break ki pieces with a 
jhammer or billet of wood, and then soak in our 
cocoa or chocolate ywh&k it had become soft* 
^ued a little, the vermin would swim on th^ 
top of the liquor, which we scum ofi^ and then 
gatisfied as much as possible oar empty stoni- 
achs withnhat little remained. 

Here it is necessary to inform the reader^ 
tbat I, though not then twenty years of age^ 
bad been a most strenuous supporter,' so far 
as my abilities extended, of every act of injusi- 
(ice committed on our commerce and seamen 
by our fond loving ^moiher^^^ Great Britain, i 
bad often heard of the ^^ romtUefandpkmpud* 
£1^9^^ wUcfa our ^ mother^' so generously be- 
atowed on her legitimate children, and Uiere« 
fore conceived myself entitled, though only a 
grand^child, to^as iafge a slice as any of the 
rest^ since ^ad come so &r after it ! Indeed^ 
so completely blinded was I by prejudice in 
favor or the EngUsh nation, that 1 even rejoiced 
1)efore I was taken on board the^brig, tbat I 
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liad been «o jb9tm^ t^ ^Mhinto the tiatidg 
cC men^whoBe nation a certo'n ^tef mif^irate 
had declared to be the ^^Buhvark of our fidp' 
gtoft^^ — ^and how could I, having always Wen 
taught to believe thai the federalists w^e the 
4m\y champions of truth and virtoc^ doobt Hkt 
words of the oracle of federalism-^the jflwn 
chief magistrate of Massachusetts? I,wjtf 
also strong in the belief that there had been 
but ONE* solitary iitstance of imprefi»me»t 
from any of the sea ports in Massachusetta 
Poor, simple^ccHifiding fool ! I bad often beard 
before I went to sea, many a weather«beatefi 
tar relate the. hardship they hadl3U^»ed on 
the ocean, and full ouen the cruel treatment 
received oti bdard British men of war, after be* | 
ing imfMreftsedfbeeauae they refwed tt> dodot^. 
when by so doing they would be -compelted 
not only to fight agianst their own eountryr brt 
perhaps. against relatives and friends. These 
stories, although I then listened attctntively to 
theoi) I conceived at least much exaggerated) 
if not altogether false. But alas ! \ have siooe 
ibund, that so for from being false or ejagg^* 
rated, the picture needed colours of a much 
datker hn^ than the **son of ocean" hadgi«eiiit» 
Picture to yourselves^ ye who style ypo^ 
aelves federal republicansr^^d have so ^^» 
declared that ^^England has done us no ossein* 
tial injury," one of your own coantrftn^ 
draped from^ his own vessel by a set of "&e««^* 

* An assertion of this kind had heeo made by a lawjer, tbeo 
flssid^tat iB Newbur3rpan.«->(Seif poblie- news jQuraate of 181^ 



:^:n 



THE BOSTON BARD. 41 

etlpiraiei^'^ on board one' of ti%e /bating Bastiles 
of the would-be ^^Mbtrets oi the Seas,'' — ^view 
there this undaunted eon of freedom lashed to 
the gangway — ^behofld, on this side, the grin* 
ning fiend with his blood stained lash, and on 
the other ^his inhuman commander— -now he 
orders the fiend to inflict the dreadful punish* 
ment-^the fiend obeys — the lash fells— the 
purple stream bursting from its channels fiows 
to the Aeckr^r^ky sleeps thy vengeance^ heaven?-^ 
still his high-born soul disdains to yield — now 
the fiend pauses, and the lash for a moment 
ceases to fall — the petty tyrant advances-— 
aste him if he will ^^ do his duty^^ (which in 
time of war amounts to the same as if he had 
as&ed him if he VfoxklAfigkt against hts countrv^ 
— *the son of the ware indignantly answers, No 
— ^again with redoubled violence the fiend re- 
news his blows — already he feels the icy hand 
oi death — still he consents not«—at length na^^ 
ture sinks under the dreadful scourge— he 
dies !--he is committed to the deep. And as 
he sunk, 

** 1 beUish shoot aros^t 
So fare all AUuod*s REBEL foes !*' 

But to return from my digression. We re- 
mained on board the brig three days^-made 
the island of Barbadoes about four hours be- 
fore sun-set of the second day. This island is 
remarkably healthy, the town being situated 
near the sea^shore, has the benefit of the sek ^ 
breeze, which springs up in the afternoon, and * 
renders the remaining part of the day cool 
and agreeable* 



Tb/^ ran yfM jmt saUttig when we craved 
here, an^ ae its last rays were reflected on titt 
yellow orange, and different coloured fruits ef 
'■" the island, the scene appeared, to me like the 
description poets give of the heathen paradise, 
Eljsiuni. ne had now come to an aochort' 
and I beheld at a little distance from the sbofe 
- the place of our future residence, a prisoih 
8hip« TbiB prison-ship had becm a sloop of 
waf, and wafe on our coast during the revoltt- 
tionarj war ; she was a crazj, worm^-QateOf 
dirty old hulk). and was called the VfisTAi;., 
i^hich name, however, we soon altered to a 
more appropriate one, viz. the Beastial. 
' We were sent on board this prison-ship ia 
the afternoon of our arrival in port Although 
there wef e only about sixty prisoners on board 
when we came, yet before we left there were 
upwards of three hundred. Our situation be- 
came more distressing as the number of prir 
«oners increasjed, being all crowded down on 
4he birth deck at sun-set every night, in a very 
hot climate without a single breath of air, ex* 
cept when we were allowed a wind -sail. This 
prison-ship was infested with innumerable 
^ckroaches and santapees.^ The cockroach is 
a large bug, sometimes weighing a quarter of 
an ounce ; they would eat our sugar, bread, 
&c. We dared not grease our boots or shoe^, 
for if we did they would as certainly be eaten 
«ip by the cockroaches during the night. The 
Cantapee is a most poisonous reptile, resem^ 

I * Centipedev^ 
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blkif^ a caterpillar, is from four to six inches 
m length) and has a large number, of lege. 
There is but ooe remedy for its poison^ and 
this, though seemingly paradoxicaU is the poi* 
son ilsel£ It is procured in the following 
manner: two or three of these reptiles being 
eaught. are immediately immersed in a vial of 
strong spirit; the spirit causes them great 
jmin, and they eject their poison into the li« 
•qoor ; ^ the wound being washed in this several 
ticaes becomes gradually less painful, and in a 
short time is perfectly cured. 

We remained oh board this prison -ship 
about five months. During the time of oue 
tedious captivity here, many of the prisoners ' 
amused themselves with carving cocoa nut- 
shell, and making straw hats* Some of these 
shells were pplished and carved, or engraved, 
with great elegance and taste, having different 
; inscriptions on them, most of which were sa-* 
tires on the £nglish navy, &c. An American 
prisoner polished one of these shells in a most 
superb manner, and engraved under the bot- 
tom, the English Lion crouching to the Ameri- 
can Eagle, and around its sides different flow- 
ers, fruits, trees, &c. An English oifficer hap- 
pening to be near when the American had 
fiiuished his shell, and was sliowing it to his 
fellow prisoners, desired also to see it ; and 
admiring its symmetry and the beauty of the 
figures, (except those on the bottom, which he 
did not then discover.,) offered the man four 
dollars for it, which he accepted. The officer 
immediately Carried it on sbore^ to have it set 
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in silver to present to his wife. Wfa^a it wial 
j&Disbed, he carried it botne, doubt less antici^ 
patiiig that the smiles of bis dearly beloved 
would %veU reward him for so elegant ihougll 
trifling a present But, alas ! how were hii 
hopes frustrated, when his affectionate wifia| 
like most other women, ever seeking to dtsco' 
ver something new, espied the British Lin^ 
crouching to the ^inerican Eagle^ on the bottom 
of the cup ! She immediatelj showed it to 
her generous husband,wh6, in a fit of rage, anl 
exclaiming ^^^d — n the jrankee rascal,^' dashei 
it in pieces on the floor. , 

A scene occurred here, which, though nm 
by any means new to English subjects^ wai 
nevertheless novel to us. It was what tht. 
British term, '' going through the fleet.'' Tfa^ 
particulars of this horrid transacticm were ai] 
follows : — A Britiah seaman belonging to ft 
frigate then lying in the harbour, for some di»^ 
respectful expression to an officer, was triei 
by a court martial, and sentenced to receive 
several hundred lashes, theboatswafn ofeacfa 
man of war to inflict his proportionable nufii* 
ber, until the whole was completed. 

The criminal early rn the morning was 
placed in one of the boats of the frigate to 
which' he belonged^ in which were also aguarl 
of soldiers with fixed bayonets, and officers 
with drarpirn swords, also a surgeon and chap* 
&in. This boat rowed away first, after which 
followed a procession of other boats ; the boat^ 
were rowed first to the admiral's ship, where 

tile criniaai was lashed up to a triangnlitr klei 
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If gallows^ and a prayer w«9 iftade 1b}^ tht 
diapUitit to the intent that tie might .be abl« 
bD endure his pumshment y^iihpatimee^ fortitude 
luid res^noiiQfh ^od thsU it might be a warning 
\0 his.' dbipinates . from committing the like 
Iprime. O, Britain ! thou blest ^^ Sulwark bl 
fWf Religion,^' how mtich \% it to be regretted 
ibat aii thy fed thful subjects in this country 
f(N>iild not fed the theering infi^xence of tby hmm^ 
miy t But to proceed : After the chaplain had 
llmshed his mock-prayer, the boatswsun of the 
ftdmiraPs ship proceeded to inflict his propofv 
^ionable part of the dreadful punishment«r A& 
Mr he had done his duty .as the &)gUab express 
It, the boats again moved to ^he next man of 
war, where the same ceremony was performed^ 
^10^ so <Hi alternately until the criminal had 
teceived the whole number of lashes cantaii> 
ifid in \m sentence. We had> on opportunity 
<of witnesfing nearly (be. whole of this hearts 
feoding 9cene of barbarity ; but for my own 
parti could not view the half of it — the tear 
loibidden stole down my cheek, and I turned 
tsty. bead ai»de. Indeed there wrere but few 
Aflterican seamen. upon whose rugged cheeks 
^tbe gem of sympathy did ^ not glitter. 

The nien of. British ships of war are com^ 
fdied in all cases to witness this heart-rending 
Sf^ctacle of relink cruelty. If the criminal 
dies before he has received the half of his 
prniisfanient^ it m^es no difierence, he mu»t 
leceive the whole. The doctor's duty (as t 
-ought to have observed before) is to; restore 
[the criminal lofaeimg when he lainta, ajadmA 
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a bloirb miietecl \thile he remains iMeiiditiHl 
to feeling) that b^ if feeling can be restored, i 

Now, I would aak, is there a man in tbi 
country, so ignorant or dead to feelings of boi 
manity, who, being a spectator of ttie scedf 
above described, and Jaying aside all paHf^ 
animosity, can place his hand on his heni^ 
and assert in-the lace of heaven, th^t a sov^ 
-reign whose signature sancuons such scenei 
of cruelty, is a firm and sincere supporter of 
the mild religion we profess? No,*--^l beHev*. 

Ihat even Gov. , could he once witfi^i 

a scene similar to the one ju^t meniioned^ 
would Mush when he recalled to miiid the m 
sertion he had made, that Great Britain wai 
liie *' bulwark of our Religion." j 

But to continue my narrative. Upwardsin 
#orty prisoners escaped from this prison-sliif 
^y getting out oi the port holes, and swimming 
ashore, but were always taken and brou^ 
back. Foui teen made their escape ki ooe 
night, by sawing off, with an old knife, the iroa 
gratings of one of the stern ports. They trtf* 
veiled to Spikestown, (about twenty miles,) 
that night, and concealed themselves the neirt 
day in a cane patch — the evening f^lowinf 
they ventured to the shore, where they fouM 
a small boat, which they took, and havmgsup* 
plied themselves with a quantity of bread aod 
a small keg of water, embarked for the ishmi 
of Guadeloupe, belonging to the French ; but 
before they hi^d| proceeded three quarters of ft 
mile, the boat sunk— «and they with great ei* 
Mtions at length reached the place from 



||l»QceJbey had tajketi the boatt when ihtf 
pere iastanily seized by eev^ntj^ or eighty ne** ' 
mK^9 and some whites, armed with clubs^ 
laives, &e. who bad been informed of their es* 
|ape fram the priso&^ship, and the place 
where they bad cone^ed thenidelvesy by a 
liaire wh^ bad discovered them in the cane 
p^eh the afternoon prerious. The whitea 
permitted the negroes to rob the prisoners of 
Ib^r money, of which they had in the vrhole 
feioa sixty to one hundred dollars^ The prir 
doners were taken the next day on board of the 
^dourars sbip^ probably to see if they would 
Bot rather enter, than be carried back to the 

Srisoa-ship; bat in this the good admiral was 
oubtless much disappointed — the free-born 
SMirs of Columbia knew too well the value of 

ireedom — ^theyknew 

•J 

•* A day- «n hoty of rirhious liberty. 
Was worth a whole eterflit j of bomlagc/' 

*. The ''admiral kept them on board his ship 

jcme night^nd the next day sent them on board 

i\^e prisoO'-ship, where they were kept in irons 

several days, s^nd on short allowance. 

■ Many of the prisoners had been here eight 

^r ten months ; duringthis time several plans 

were formed for taking the ship in order to 

gain their liberty— but none of these were pul 

ill execution — partly owing to the number of 

the guard being nearly equal to the number of 

I prisoners, and partly from a story in circulation 

tfiat an American cartel was shortly expected 

in to take them all to their native country. A 
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d^p lai^ and last ptaf^for li Iterating odrseIv< 
* was devised about a month before we receivi 
the news of peace between the United Stal 
and Great Britain. It was arranged in thk 
manner: ^ 

► At the hour of sun*set, (the ttm6 we were 
counted down on the birth deck) two men be- 
fore selected, were to place tbemselves near 
the sentry on the main deck — 12 more were 
to stand near the quarter deck — these were 
to seize the arms of the guard who were theu, 
offduty, and reposing themselves in the gui^ 
room — others were selected to secure th< 
sentries on the gun and quarter decks, thei 
being two sentries on each of these deckf— ^ 
six more were also appointed to seize/ the.' 
master and officer who stood near the hatch- 1 
way, to superintend counting us down, fee! 
This plan, however, so far was frustrated, ailid 
we were again immured in our narrow dun- 
geon. But we were not thus to give up all 
hopes of regaining our freedom. Some days 
after, it was agreed that at 11 o'clock at night 
when the watch-word* would be given, we 
should all rise at once— -knock down, kill, or 
secure the guard, officersf, &c. and a number 
to swirn to the admiraFs tender, a small hot 
fast sailing schooner, seize or kill the watch 
on deck, fasten down the watch below, cut her 
cable, and bring her alongside the prison-sbipf 
when the Americans were to embark and run 
eut to sea. At this time there was but one 

armed vessel in the harbour, and she being a 

I 

* Tiie fratcb*word was **Lanfrence,^* 
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^gate luilf dismantled, eduld net hav0 got 
rcadjr to put to sea under two dajs at least^^ 
so that we should have been, with a good 
breeze, upwards of three hundred miles ahead|. 
T)efore the frigate could have got under way to 
come in chase of us. In fact, had we succeed- 
ed in-takingthe scbooner,we should have been 
k) all probability, in eight or ten days after*, 
wards safe in some harbour or other of the 
United States* But it was decreed otherwise* 

Just before the hour appointed for the exe- 
cution of our plan, a prisoner was sent on deck 
[to see if the guard, as was expected, and as 
pUiey usually had been before, were carelessly 
reclining on their arms, or partly asleep on 
.deck ; but what was our surprise when we were 
iafdrmed that so far from what we had antici- 
pated, a double guard of soldiers were then 
on board the ship, besides several boats row*^ 
ing guard, and upwards of two hundred sol- 
diers stationedon the shore directly opposite! 
— ^Our feelings at this time I will not attempt 
to describCt Suffice it to say, that we who a 
few hours before had been indulging the fond 
hope of again soon beholding our native coun- 
try — and with the satisfaction too, of entering 
an American port, with an EngUsh admiraPs 
flag beneath our oum — for we had made an A- 
merican Flag the night before — had nothing 
left now, but the gloomy prospect of languish- 
ing out the remainder of our imprisonment 
perhaps life, in irons, and on short allowance! 

It appeared evident that we had been be- 
Irayed — but by whom remained a mystery. It 
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could not have been by the French or Spaai; 
nh prisoners, for tfaeyJcnew nothing of the mal^ 
ter ; soBpicion therefore rested on some die 
of our coantrymen. The traitor, howevei*! 
Was never satisfactorily discovered ; but was^ 
supposed to be a Datchman, who had been 
taken in an American privateer, and who a few 
days after this affair, obtained bis liberty, and 
Went on board an English merchantman. 
Thus ended this last attempt to regain our 
Kberty. 

Sometime in February a sloop of war arrir- 
ed here with despatches from the English goj 
vernment, and bringing the welcome news or 
peace. We expected now to have been isent 
immediately home — ^bat our cup of misery was 
not at this time full. ^ 

In a few days after the news of peace, we 
were ordered to prepare ourselves for a voy* 
age to the "fast- anchored isle'' of the ocean. 

The excuse made for this procedure wasr 
that the admiral had received strict orders to 
send all American prisoners in the West-Indies 
to England, previous to the receipt of de- 
spatches stating the conclusion of a treedj of 
peace between his government and the gQV- 
ernmeht of the U. States— and that these o> 
ders had not been countermanded. Whether 
this was the case or not, I will not pretend to 
detfermine. — However, fifty of us embarked on 
board the British frigate La Pique, Anthoojr 
Maitland commander. This man, by what I 
have since learnt commanded the BelleVophon, 
74, in which Napoleon was carried to England 
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CapL Mattlaod, to those unacqaaioted with 
|um, has the appearance of being all benevo- 
lence, humanity and good nature — his eyed are 
remarkably bright, but mild — his features 
ibtaodspme, and hia^ form straight and well pro* 
portioned ; — ^^a smile is generally seen to illu- 
mine his countenance^ but it is tne smile of a 
rillain^ — for truly he could 

•* iVmite and murder while he smihi.** 

, He was^ a most accomplished' tyrant, so far as 
his power extended — was lost to all sense of 
t^haoie^ and delighted in sporting with the mis* 

i eries of his fellow-mortals :~in fact he was 

A fiend of darknew, 
Rob*d ill the li^^bt of beaten. 

Captain Maitland's inhuman treatment to- 
wards us during the whole passage to England, 
Wtil prove this &hort sketch of bis character 
correct* 

After leaving Barbadoes, we touched at 
several islands, for the purpose of convoying 
merchantmen to St. Thomas, from whence they 
were to proceed to diflferent ports in England 
and Ireland. We waited at, this island nearly 
a fortnight, when the fleet' having all arrived — 
I about 300 sail — we took our departure for the 
shores of old England. This was in February. 
^^After a few days, sail, the weather became 
extremely cold, and most of us being destitute 
of warm clothing, would have rendered our 
situation miserable enough at best, had we 
been aliow^ed the liberty of exercsing ourselves 
on deck; but, alas! even thi» privilege was 
denied us. 
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Confined between tHree guna— a disiame. 
of^about twenty feet in length, and 8 in width: 
— with four sentries over us — the water coo^ : 
tinually pouring in upon us, having no^ place ^ 

' to sit down, except in the Water, we bad at 
this time but little relish left for life. 

During the whole passage we were ordered 
down into the forehold at four o'clock P. M. 
where we remained until seven ia the morning 
•—and sometimes on days of punishment, till 
nearly noon. Here we were necessitated to 
j'epose ourselves onthe^oft side of a water- a 
cask, or a bundle of staves and iron hoops—- \ 
and so crowded were we, that those wbo^r^/ ; 
laid down, could not rise again without the j 
consent of the /a^/, whose bodies rested -#& the 
breasts or legs ot the/rst* * 

Our allowance was about a pint of water 
per day, although there was plenty on baar<|, 
and having nothing but salt beef or pork to 
eat, our thirst oftentimes became so extreme, 
that at night we have used an old handker- 
chief for w^ant of a s|)onge, to soak up rfxe 
putrid water remaining in old casks, and wrung 
it out and drank it. This treatment, the reader 
jwill recollect, we received after the nem of 
peace was confirmed. 

The commander of the British brig Baros- 
sa, who came passenger in the La Pique, a 
very humane man, and who h#id ever treated 
American prisoners with the greatest lenity, 

. took the liberty of telling the tyrant Maitland 
that it was a sliaine and disgrace for him to u&e 
even criminals, in the manner he treated us ; 
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and at length ^old him plainlj that nnless he 
would eonsent to ameliorate oar condition, he 
would not stay on board his vessel another 
daj; Maitland refused — and the captain of 
the Barossa quit his ship the next mornings 
and w^nt on board a brig. Surely every can** 
did mind must imagine our situation to be most 
distressing^when a commander in the English 
navy quitted a frigate in which he could have 
had every delicacy, and ^^ tared suibptuously 
every day,^ to embark on board a small brig, 
merely because he could not view, without 
emotions of grief, such a scene of human 
wretchedness. The commander of the Baro8« 
sa was worthy the name — American. 

After our arrival in Portsmouth, England, 
we f^ere put on board the S'wiftsure, 74, on 
boardof which vessel there were one hundred 
titfaer prisoners, who had been sent from Bar- 
badoes the same time we were. From Ports- 
month we were transported to Plymouth, and 
from thence in boats about five miles up the 
river, and put on board the prison-ship Ganges - 
ft4, where we remained about four months. 

Our allowance here was one pint of cocoa^ 
little better than warm greasy dish watefi 
three quarters pound fresh beef, without sail, 
and which after being boiled would shrink tp 
iive^ounees, with three biscuits per day. 

The soldiers on boardthis prison-ship were 
vot allowed any spirituous liquor, bntas much 
small beer as they could purchase. The pri* 
(Nmers one night, by catting a hole through the 
ieck) found the head of a beer cask, whicli 
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they tapped and drew off before morning. A 
dergeanlfirst discovered the trick, but seemed 
not at all angry about it. This sergeant in- 
formed the prisoners that he had boagbt a 
cask of excellent beer, which if they would 
get in the same way they did the other, thej 
were welcome to it. The prisoners of course- 
first endeavored to find where the cask was — 
which having discovered in a little room^ for- 
ward of the galley^ when the prisoners were 
to be counted down, some of them drew oflTthe 
attention of rtxe sentry, although he then atood 
within five feet of the room, while others pryed 
the hinges from the door, and dug away the 
sand from under the cask, by m hich the ser* 
reant had raised it nearly three feet from the 
leek; then tacking the hinges on the door 
were counted down as usual. They immedi- 
ately went to work, and with their jacknives, 
Src. soon cut through the deck and. drained 
this cask also. The sergeant early the next 
morning discovering from the.prisoners' smiles 
fuid whispers that all was not right, thought be 
would examine and see if his beer was safe — 
the cask indeed was there, but, alas ! the beer 
had jied ! He then told us, in a jocular man- 
ner, that he should take good care not to give 
a yankee leave to steal his beer again. 

We took t)ur departure from England ou 
the 4th June, and embaiked in the English 
cartel brig Sovereign, for our beloved country. 
Nothing material occurred on our passage^ 
/except springing our bowsprit, which, howe- 
rer was soon repaired. We had a tedious 
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^passage of 64 days, and oar situation bere was 
"bat little better tban on board the La Pique — 
the cartel being a small brig^ and having in the 
whole 216 prisoners on board, one third of 
whom were Frenchmen and Spaniards — but 
the cheering prospect of soon beholding our 
native country and embracing those we htid 
dear, rendered even suflerinot a pleasure. We 
had indeed the winds and the waves to com- 
bat, but experience had taught us that even 
these were generally less treacherous and 
crael, than a jealous and imperials enemy iR% 
vested with power. 

About the first of August, 1815, we all arri- 
' ved in Boston in health and safety, after an 
absence of about ten months; 
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The following Song was written by the ao* 
thorof this narrative, on board the prison^ship 
Vestal, in the West Indies, December, 1814 : 



SONG. 

Columbia. Columbki ! awake irom tby sleep^ 
And hiu I iroin his throne the proud king of the df^p I 
May thy ions O CoUimbial who toil on tlie i^aves^ 
Swear to Heav*n they ae'er w\\] subfiiit to be slaves ; 

For thy tars know not fear, 

'J'ho* death sliould be near, ^ 

And show bis grim face oo tbe dark rolling vra^e^ 

Though the ibonarGh of England has tried otice more, 
To land bis vile vassals on Freedom's blest shore^ 
Yet our oavy triumphant, shall soon let hina kuotv. 
That we cringe not to tyrants, nor strike to a tbe ; 

For oar seamen ne'er tear, 

Tho* death should be near, « 

And rivers of blood from their scuppers should flow« 

Tbe fields that are white with tbe bones of oiir sircSk 
loour breasts shall rekindle blest Liberty *s fires, | 

{Shall lead us through danger to honour and tame, 
Till we bk>t from earth^s records ev'ry tyrant's curs'd tsSliii!^ I 
For our tars ever brave, ~ I 

Their country shall save, i 

And brand all its foes with dishohoar and shame* 

The Uooe is at hand when our Eagle shall soar, 
TTnaaolested and free, to the earth's farthest sborei«^ 
When Britannia shaU yield, and candidly own. 
That in vain she has elaim'd Neptune's trident And ij^fH^ i ' 

For our tars shall be free 

To traverse the se^. 
Though between eri^j billoir rbe boliraiks of stoQ^ 
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I landed in'Baslon, on Long- Wharf, as bare- 
boted as I was born: an old straw brain-pro- 
lector, a filthy striped cotton shirt, a sailor's 
|acket and canvass trowsers, was all the osten« 
Bible property I brought home from England ; 
however, I had left a trunk of good clothing at 
my former boarding house, which I obtained, 
%uii in a few hours I was completely metamor- 
|>hoBed, and by the benevolence of sbme of 
toy brother printers, enabled to proceed to 
Newburyport, to see my mother. I arrived in 
the town after dark, went immediately to her 
residence, knocked at the door, my mother 
opened it — I supposed she would not imme- 
^diately recognize me ; I enquired if Mrs. Coffin 
was at home — she replied that she was Mrs. 
CoflSn : I then said, ''iMother, how do you do?" 
All that followed, is easier imagined than de- 
scribed. 

I Having business at Portsmouth, N. H. I call- 
ed on captain P , with whom ray mother's 

I sister resided : capt. P gave me a very 

beautifal suit of clothes, selected from among 
a number of trunks of clothing which had been 
captured by his armed vessels during the war. 
This wias a 1 a:)dsome present, and could not 
have been offered at a more appropriate time ; 
the donor has my warmest wishes for his pros* 
perity and happiness. 



Soon after my retbrn t^ Boston^ roy father 
died ; his decease affected me much— it w^aa 
sodden and dreadful: he had just come in at 
the entry door — ^it was dark— he mistook the 
cellar door, which was partly open, for anoth* 
er — pitched headlong to the bottom of the 
cellar-»-i8truck his side against the edge of a 
large vessel, and broke a rib, which penetra- 
ted his heart ! There never has been T)at one 
incident in my life which has affected me bo 
much as this.* The following tribute to the! 
memory of the deceased, is extracted from the! 
"-Hbwey J5«e," a literary paper, which I publish- 
ed and edited in the city of PhiladeJlphia : 

Father, f have not seen thy bed of clay 
Since to that bed I sa^ tby rorm consigned ; 
Scarce then — unbidden tunned my eyes away— 
I could not see— I dared not look behind. 

I had a heart — but chilly then It grew ; 
I had a soul— -but then It scarce did Jeel ; , 
Cold on my brovr bubg drops of chilly deff— 
My eyes did stupor with Its signet seal. 

I knew Dot then her arm^ In mine was locked 
Who gave me-*- wretched, wretched being— birth ; 
And Rcarre had kuow|i, though to Its centre rock*d| 
Convuhed— -bet'ore me yawned the quivering earths 



•• I cannot feel again as then I felt," , 
For misery now bath paraljzed my heart ; 
Too mui?b on scenes of sorrow hath it dwelt. 
That death should e'er again sncb pain kupart. 



* By the denlkiseof my father several letters, docnments, &c. 
fell into my possesion ; particularly, a letter addressed to my &* 
Cher, from a person who is now an attorney somewbereat the 
Westward.; a more villanous transaction never came to light : he 
1^ in better health where he is, than be probably would be lu any 
of the eastern or middle states ! 
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Patber, mj to|»e)r were Imried vHb flie« ; 
in tby dark nantlOD do they all refKwe ; 
A9(\ noir 1*10 wrecked ujpon a Hormj Ma,«— 
A void of darkncii, that uo saoslihie koowt, 

I 

Nay ; there Is yet one qiieocble<iii, beaTcnhr ray, i 
One lamp, wbom^ \i%hi (big waste of wo still cheen ; 
One Rtar, tbat br^bt<y beaoM atbwart the way-— 
One fun that shioes upon this world of tcoLrs, 

Father^ this ray did beam upon thee here ; 
Fathert this lamp tb^r darknesfi did illnme ; 
Father, this star the ntght of death did cheery 
Father* this suo iiow radiates thy tomb ! 

Ob, b1e<a Ret^ion! cheer me with thy lig:ht ; 
Sbioe on my datkiiess^-soothe my souPs despair ; 
Be then my lamp in sorrow^s ray less nijsht. 
And for thy joys |py spirit broke prepare. 

Father, no srnfptorcd marble mark« thy ^n^ve ; 
No stotie proclaims where thon ait lowly laid ! 
A few frail flowers alone abof e thee wave. 
When dew-eyed Spring weeps o*er thy bumble bed. 

But, father, thou a roonnment shall claltD 
lilore welcome than the jienseless works of art ; 
A living monument ^hafl bear thy name — 
'Tis in our bosoms— Uls thy offspring's heart i 



I I worked at the printing business in Boston 
during three or four months, after the death of 
my father ; I was employed in the office of the 
Mvening Gazette^ and my poetry oftentimes oc- 
cupied some portion of its columns; the fol- 
lowing is extemporaneous — the- subject, a 
young lady blushing when kissed: 



Why, l^ry. dnes that crimson 4>litsb 
0*erspread thy beaoteous face ? 

Why should the rose^o qnickly rush 
To fill the tilly's place ? 
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What ean there be in frien^i^iip^ &iS9» 

So t'otii, jet fteetniiif^ IHir. 
That it shouicl esitise sa «weet a uttss 

Tise iace ol' guilt to vrear ? 



Tliere'« podiing, «ire — for I liave read 

ill Kacre^i wtU, moist clear, * i 

That s;ond old Jacob ran ivith fpeed ;j 

To kiss hh Uacbel dear. ^ 

And, Mary, fihould it provea sia 

or e^er 5«odark a hue, 
l*d taut coininit it o?er a;sam, ■ '- - 

To kias a nyoiph like joa» 

At the bouse in which I boarded ia Boston, 
\ became acquainted with a stranger, an Et^- 
lishman, who liad the appearance of having] 
once been a gentleman, and the possessor of 
considerable wealth : I was introduced by this! 
stranger to a young man, with whom he wished 
toe to take a trip to Montreal, for the purpose 
of obtaining monies due tohim,a6 he asserted,^ 
in that city ; his arguments were so forcible,' 
his conversation so eloquent, and his manners 
so insinuating, that in an unlucky hour, I con- 
sented to accompany the aforesaid young manj 
into John Bull's ice-bound dominions in Norlh 
America. Here it may be proper to remark 
that my fellow traveller had been a pretty 
good public performer in amphitheatres, &c. 
as well in the United States as some parts of 
Europe. It was on the afternoon of a winter's 
day that, bidding a hasty good-bye to my sis- 
ter, we set out on foot for the city of Montreal 
Canada; two handkerchiefs contained our 
Vaggage, consisting ef a change of linen, a , 
magic lantern, and a few Italian ahades; we 
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^pt at Cambridgeport the first night, and (b«. 
next morning proceeded on our way, and 
reached Concord in the afternoon ; here we 
performed for one night, and received about 
thirty dollars, which we accounted a very good 
beginning : we bad some idea of trying our 
luck in this place a second time, but our land* 
lord advised us to the contrary, and we took 
stage for Groton; we received but little en* 
couragement here, and immediately continued 
our journey as far as Ashley, where we per* 
formed one evening, and took away with us 
about fifteen dollars ;---(all the preceding 
towns are in the state of Massachusetts*) Our 
fourth performance was given at Keene, New 
Hampshire, where the profits amounted to- 
twenty dollars, and our fifth and last perforin- ^^ 
ance was at Drewsville, in the &ame state. In 
this last place a minority of the audience were 
very much^dlssatisfied, and threatened to in* 
ffict various punishments, but were prevented 
by the interference of our landlord. Colonel 
Drew, who threatened to shoot the first man 
ivho broke open the chamber door to molest 
I Us; he told the disaffected with ^reat firmness 
;that we were his guests^ and, while under his 
roof, he would protect us from injury; oa. 
hearing this determination, the ipost of them 
dispersed, but some of the audience tarried 
m the house until a very late hour, and then 
retired. During the day, however, several of 
the dissatisfied returned, and demanded a re-* 
Btoration of the money they had paid fo^ ad« 
mission on the evening previous ; whicfaf mucb 

6 
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i^ift f«^ coQdeDt, was complied with bjr my\ 
ftUow traireUecw The conclosion now made 
was^ that I Bhould remain at Drewsvilie, white- 
my compMikm proceeded to^ and should re« 
tarn from Montreal ; he Boon set forth on his 
plgrimage, and I saw him no more during aeve* 
nil j«ar8« Two days after bis departure II 
also hade adieu ta Drewsrille, and' retraeed 
vty way baefc to Keene again^ iUFhere I obtained 
Employment in the Printing-office of So^ 
Pr»itis8, Esq. editor of the JVew HoM^hire 
Sentinelj aman posseseine many good qualities, 
and to whom I owie a debt of gratitude; It is 
too often that we hastily pronounce xnenavari- 
ciifUSf for no other reason than thc^ we ha^e not 
eiiperionoed their charities; it was so with me 
until the time came that I absolutely needed 
assistance, when relief being extended by the 
hand' of him Ihad so unjustly judged, I saW my 
error, and do now freely acknowledge it-*- 
There was only one objection that I entertain- 
ed against Mr. Prentiss, viz. he refused to 
publish , my poetry ! Such a refusal, at that, 
time, was sufficient cause with me for indulging 
a dislike toward any person in existence. 
Whether Mr. P's judgment was (dways correct 
I pretend not to determine ; but certain it ist 
the following poem, which could not obtain 
admittance in the columns of the New Hamp- 
shire Sentinel, has since been published in al- 
ttiost every other news-journal printed on the 
bigi^rm of that complaisant old iellovr^^^Unde 
Sftw/' Of its merits be the reader the judge; 
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FJ[MS; WEALTHi BEAUTtr* AI?0 IffiLIOION. 

Victor* wkat avails tiievrei^b 
Tiiat laU eot wined tfay brow ? 
. Alas ! those flowers no iooger breMlMf . 
for d«aUi liatblaid thee Joi* s 
And what avails (be storied 4ira 
That blazons fortb th^ iame ? 
Tbe storied vase to dost ^11 lam^ 
. Oblivion blot tbgr nanoe* 

^ Wbat too avails tbose sears so deep» 
Keeeired in battle-fray 7 

'^n^re prates tf valor ir^Tiam^tMBW«4f 

Thy valor's proofs airaj : 
Ai|d what avails the minstrel's song 

That sounds tby glory forth ; 
The n^iostrel's bead shall resi ec« long 

tJpoo the lap of earXb. 



Av'ittcsi wbil avails Iby &maat^ 

Of happiness in gold 7 
Thy fmi'ral tocch already gleatpi 

Thy days on earth are told : 
Wbatoow avails thy hoarded troalttt 

Is it with thee inHro^d ? 
No ; naked irom the earth y»Q capon. 

And naked bate retocned. 

"And BsAX7Tr, what avaiH the ro^e 

That decks thy dimpled clreek f 
Age on thy head shall strew hifi snows. 

And death his vengeaoce wreak : 
And wbat avalts thy forco so ralr> 

And eyes so heavenly bright ? 
That form shall waste 1>y sultan eu^f 

Those ofbs shaQ set in night. 

But* blest Bbi*i«ion I oMich^vaals 
Thy hopes d' bliss In heaven^ 

Por tboii|li l|fe*8 baik, by adverse gaks^ 
On deii^V dark shore be dri^cen; 

Yet thaif can'st snife ; tt^ st^y 
Can pierce the cheerless gioojpjii 

And viei^t tbroiigb dark futurity, * 

ffa9 iby*w4i«ofttelanift. 
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My residence in Keem continued about siir 
months, at the expiration of wbidi tioie I Imd 
iailen in love with only three young ladiesi 
and had written but one satire onxhp^^Titkiw- 
Tfnm^ 60 called. As some of my readers at the 
Sotah may not exactly comprehend what is 
meant by a ^Tifhingman.'^^ I will endeavour to 
gratify their curiosity by an explanation : The 
^^Tithtngman^^ was a person whose Eeal to esta- 
blish illiberal principles in rebgion had fairly 
worn him to tne bone; one who endeavoured 
to consider it his clutv to infringe the laws of 
Gon and of society, that he might be enabled 
to exact^ne^ from the guHiless ; one who used 
bis utmost endeavours to prevent men from 
worshipping Jishovah in the grand and beau* 
tiful temple ot the Universe; one whose 
bounded vision saw the Almighty only within 
the walls of his own church ; one who built his 
own salvation upon the damnation of his ene- 
mies, and triumphed at the misfortunes of hb 
neighbour ; — or, to use the words of the pro* 
iphet of nature, he was 

«' A bligfated mir, 
Biastiag liif w lioleaoiae brotber ;** 

one who, with true Pharisaic pride, thanked 
Heaven that he was not like other ni€»— while I 
as sincerely thanked God that all other mea 
were hot like him! In fact, he was a vampire 
who daily gorged himself with the life-blood of 
f eligion, while afTrighted virtue fled his thief- 
like approach. Industrious youth sought a 
tivdihood afar^ tilling an atmosphere unpoi- 
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thek harffll.e«6 ples^urea should be wdifttqrb^ 
^pj the nmchiaf^tiooa of bi^ satanic spirit 

There liv^, and wetr religion's garb^ 

Who V4rfne*8 self irould flf^j ; 
1Vtio*£aiQ9t Hielr God tlMTsfaoft would bafb^ > 

Ifit^lrfoesiftigfitfila^. y^ 

From Keene I took my depatore with a 
young man just letting out on a ^peddling es* 
pedition, with the intention of stopping 
wherever I could obtain employment ; not 
meeting with any encouragement, I proceeded 
as far as Burlington, Vermont, situated on the 
shore of Lake Champlain ; in this place I left 
my companion, and started for Montpelier in 
a farmerV wagon, where I arrived the same 
evening ; I gave the farmer a pair of stockings 
smd some other trifling article in payment for 
a ride of forty miles, and he waa satisfied ;— ' 
this was pretty cheap travelling on a road 
where there was no ^* opposition !^ — At the tav- 
ern in this place I procured supper and lodg- 
ing, and paid my bill with another pair bf 
f stockings*, the last 1 had left.— A Tery small 
I sum of money, and a few toy books, now con- 
' stituted all my wealth; and I was moie than 
two hundred miles from my friends, which dis- 
tance must be travelled on foot ; under ^11 
these disadvantages I plodded onward, livitig 
upon bread and milk, procured by presenting 
my toy-books to the cnildren ; when within 
r fifteen miles of Danville, Vermont, I overtppfc 

. * JLiteraMj fOiiifg mj ^ekmg^ i f t^ln^ not QPf^nDQIQAlii 
^me placet. ' . 

6# 
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the Post-rider who distributed a newspaper 
entitled the ^ JMhrth Star^^^ printed in the abo?e ; 
mentioned village ; with him I rode to Dan^ 
f ilie, paving him twenty-five cents for my pas-' 
ea^e. My money now was almost expended. 
— nlr. Eatont proprietor and Editor of the 
^ Star,'' could give me no employment, and tt 
«4tempt proceeding any farther on tny way 
home without money, was out of the question :; 
•--4iccordiDgly I took board and lodgings at 
the best tavern in the place^ and laughed, 
chatted, sung, and held my head as high as my; 
shoulders would possibly allow me, a little: 
more than four feet ; — and here, permit me tt 
remind the reader, that it is a very impolitic 
plan for a person to appear impoverished among: 
strangers ; for there is nothing moxe true inj 
such cases than the text of Scripture,, which] 
Bays—" To him that hath shall be given — ^butj 
from him that hath naf, shall be taken away evraj 
what he hath /'—recalling this saying to mindj 
I determined ^^ mine host" should have no in" 
timation of my poverty so long as it could b 
concealed. My visits to the Printing-Offic 
were frequent, and I gradually developed tba^ 

1)art of my history which I thought best calca 
ated to awaken a sympathy toward me, viz. 
my Tate misfortunes on the sea ; — and in twoj 
days I succeeded in obtaining Mr. Eaton'M 
consent to publish the preceding JSTarraiive j 
irom the sale of which 1 realized about tei 
dollars dear of all expenses. — Respecting Mr] 
EAT0N-<i— he is a worthy and huinane man, 
bumble circumstances) and a brother of t 
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late General Eaton, whose history is well 
krtdwn to every American ; his treatment to 
me was always honest and kin^, and my pray- 
er is, that the sun of prosperity may gild the 
evening of life, and his esfit from earth be gra- 
dual and happy.— The lines *^^To a violet^'''' ilie 
-^ iS&owferer'&^rm;^," were first published in the 
North Star, also ; " The Vetemn'^ ^* ToLmiisa^' 
^ To Miss '' " The To^nbr^^ 

TO A VIOLET. 

I love thee, humble, modest Oow^er^ 

Tliat b'oomest so sweet in lonely bower. 

And sbedst thj fragrance in the grove, 

Sacted to peace, and virtuous Jove. 

1 love thee more than yonder rose. 

Though choicer sweets its lea vet« diaclose > 

For, ah ! rude thorns the <'ose invest, 
' Which deeper pierce the more they're pressM ; 

, And oa^futl of), *th thrown aside* 

Or trampled 'neath the foot of pride ; 

But thou — so humble and so poor. 

Art from the rose's fate secure : 
^ Tboudftellest a loue-> from insult' free— 

Thy safety thy humility. 

> Louisa, let the violet be 

An emblem of thy itelf and me; 

UnliltethCS'se let's dwell alone, 
» l\>aa^1rom1ing world unknowu. 



^ 



From Danville I took passage in a stage- 
coach, so called^ which was neither more n«r 
less than an old, shattered, revolutionary, yan* 
kee wagon, something rougher than the road 
it trarelled iipon, and the wheels of whicb 

* Se^a Tolnmeofmy miscellaneous poems, pnblisliedli rhila- 
ABlphia, 1118, by J, B. CooaipghMi. 
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were nearly as oral as a hen^s <^ i in tlud 
iudeacribable vehicle 

0*er nils, o'er rocks, o*er logs we wentt' 

until our joyful arrival at Haverhill, New-. 
Hampshire, where we supped and lodged.-^ 
The following morning we proceeded to Han«; 
over, New-Hampshire, where we arrived earlj,i 
in the afternoon, without dislocating a shoul- 
der, or even breaking a leg; and it is really^ 
surprising how fortunate men sometimes are,; 
when they expect nothing better than havingi 
a nose knocked ofi^ or of blotting out an eye ! < 
With Mr. Watson, printer of a weekly sheet in > 
this place, 1 had been previously acquainted ; 
I called on him, and took board at the same 
house in which he re8ided>^a day or two af- 
ter my arrival I handed him the following ^ 
stanzas for publication : 

Qb, blest is be in looelj cot, 

Whose feet ne^er learpt to roani 
Beyood the fiioaH, bat peaceful spot, 

That bounds his bumble home. 

No wasting eare his heart iavadei^ 

No sorroif readr bis breiist. 
But, bappjr *oeath bis native shades* 
^ Be]ie?es— and jlberefc;re'sl}le8t» 

To Heaf ep, at e?e, bis heart bestpitrs: 

The grateful tribute due. 
Then seeks, and finds that sweet repose 

Wbicjli (axuff Qe?er knew. 

And when the icy hand of deatb , 

Life's cnrrentwarm congeals— 
W beo faint is heard the parting breat^i 

That from bis bosooi stcais « 



THfi BOSTON BARD. 69 

Not softer fens the wearj brefi^e 

Old occan*« biiojant breast-^ 
Not toftfir swell mid-itiinmier wm^ 

Tbao sinks bis seal to rest. 

Mr.WATsoN felt a little inclined to doubt the 
9rigin^it)t of these few verses ; at least, I saw 
that he harboured a disposition to believe that 
Ihej wer6 not the production Qf any genius of 
bine ; and to convince him that 1 could write 
poetry, I said, ^« Request of me a poem upon 
ctn^ stmject, and it shall be composed before 1 
sleep.'' It was nearly supper-hour, when he 
requested of me an elegy upon a^, which lay 
dead, or apparently so, upon the sash of the 
window. The next morning on entering the 
office^ I presented him the following 

ELEGY ON A FLY. 

'Tis said the moral mitse a tbeme can fiod 
III ererj page of oatare's poDd*rous book ; 
ilnd sure mf muse, whose taste is imrefinedy 
Maj deign upo& an insect's dust to look. 

Ill-fated Insect! Time indeed hatb been 
When thou, like me, was biy the, iocund and gay ; 
I Until grim death concealed btbiud the screen, 

Horl'd his fell dart, and spoiled thy tmntiless play. 



Tbon wafit, perchance, while in onr world of wo, 
More busy ttrlving to sit high in state. 
Than be who bids these mournful numbers flow. 
And wall»-«unlucky Fly ! tby hapless &te. 

Like thecnqnette, oft have I seen thee glide 
Before tlie mirror*s smooth reflecting face ; 
As If, like her, to gratify thy pride, 
And see that all things were in proper place. 

Like an unfeeling creditor with duns, 
Oft bete 1 beard thee boazing in my ear : 
Or, IHse lome elf, who back and forward mns, 
Witboewi 10 itale that none but fools vrill bear* 
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And 1 have leeo tbee climb the gtnuf stee|»« -j 

' To look, ii« doubt, iritb scoro on those belo# i | 

Until ttie fiplder*fi faiij;s have pierced tbee deep, \ 

And thott baftst tkneo^ e*ea as tbj fellowa, toir. ! 

So Tares Ihe bard, with lore nor riefaeg bleiit# 
Who «eeks ParnasMis^ daZBliag beigtit togain { 
Eveo there soaie critic tfiider woui^ hia£i«as(» 
Aud be like thee attempts retreat in vaui I 

Tet not fil^ iBtQ tbon feePit cbUI wbiter*3 lir«aih ; \ 
^ Doll torpor rpbs tbee of the seose of pain^ 
TiH iammer bids thee wake froin teemlug deatb^ 
And thjr short luelessi life renews agafai. I 

But, though to man no suiDoaer- breezes mild, ] 

To rouse hioi from the wintry grave are (^veo* i 

Tet H^ who guides the storm and whirlwind wUdt | 
Shall bid him wake to^ndless lilie in Heat^v. 

This poem coDirinced him that I was a tdlj 
rable rbjme6ter,to 8ay Uie least, and seTersdij 
sij proauctioua. after^arda appear^^ ie t^ 
colomos of the " FFatefeman**— among wl " ' 
were " The Poefs Hour of Peace^'* '^Sweei ffom^ 
or the ^Graduate^s Song.^^ from the Latin, ^^A\ 
tumn^ addressed to a lady, ^AuUBiUy^ 
Hermit ^'*^ "TA^ Orphan to the Spirit of kis Ben§ 
fatior^"^ ^^Stanzas written at the grave ofayouthfi 
Poa^'' « Ekgif on a Cow,'^ ^* Power of d 



science.'*^ 
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The MUomer*siiast, the barvesl'so'e^ 

The wintry winds are near ;' 
The swaitow seeks a milder shorO'^ 

The leaf is dead and sear ; 
The tree is srript^its frnit deeay'd» 

Thp fields are green no more i 
The ally on the earth is laid. 

The robin^s song is o*er. 

^ See a voluQio of my misceUttieoas poeoMt fmblished in 
adelpbia« 1818. 
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The seytfile hstth laid the fietd^Ooircr low, 
Tbe siekle lovr the corn ; 

The axe compeh the oak to bow. 
The lark hails oot the morn-; 

The dais3f*i root the plongh hath torn, 

. The honey-suckle*$ dead ; 

Tbe roKe-leaf OD the blast is borne- 
All tQfldider's sfreetfl ba?e fled ! 

And, lady fSiir, tmv suraooer too 

As swift will pass away ; 
And thy warm cheeky ol* roseate hue. 

E'en as the rose decay ; 
Yes— soon the wintry wind of deatb 

O'er thy fair form shall play, 
Atid like the^last that sweeps tbe heath, 

Shall bear thy charms away. 

Ah, then direct thy happy flight . 

To that congenial shore. 
Where Autumn's blasts can nerer blubt 
Thy spotless beauty more ; 
I Where He who robes himself in Hght, 

f. And stills the tempesf^s roar« 

' Shall clothe thee in that beauty bright 

That blooms when Time's no more. 

i' . STANZAS 
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Written at the ghatb of a youthful poet. 



'Tts now the solemn noo»or«ight t 
A space for rest to mortals giren ; 
And Cynthia throws her silvery light 
Along the dark blue yault of bea?en : 
The world is hushed--»tbe breeze blows miM« 
And soft the tears of evening tail 
On this lone bed, where nature's child 
Reposes by theehnrefa^yard Wall. 

Sweet child of song, with grief sincere, 
FafI oA I seek thy uMiiildeHng uru, 
And as Idrop the b% round tear 
I pause, and sigh ; then back retom 
To cmse that world's mock charity, 
Wbieh, livings heeded not thy moaH^^M 
But, dfiod, would consecrate to thef 
Ao emblem of its ItoM-^-^^tdnei 
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Spirit ofsoog, adteii^dleu ! . 

No more thy liaiiil the harp {>hall sweep.; 
It haii^upou the withered jrew, I 

Hoiitut wltirb the soafi oigeuhii! treep { ' 
And though the world thy KiiDp4c Mraiit 
With proiideouteiript rel'uiied to bear. 
Yet shiill thy lay admittance gain i 

Ta thy Almighty Father*s ear. 

From Hanoi^er I set out on a book-pecl- 
dling excursion, crossing the mountains, and 
proceeding as far as Albany ; Mr, Watson ac- 
companied me ; about two thousand volumes; 
of.theLife of Miss Louisa BAKfiti, " a marine, 
in disguise,' on board the frigate Constitution^ 
during the late war,'"* constituted a chief parti 
of our load; — bad fortune attended us bothj 
going and returning. On first setting forivaf3| 
at twenty miles distance from Hanover, ouri 
superannuated beast could drag the vehiclci 
no farther, and Mr. W. was under the necessi*] 
ty of leaving him, and purchasing another.' 
Our new horse was of the Canadian breed,; 
about as large as a three bushels' basket^ and 
willing to do any thing, except travelling faster 
than on a moderate walk; whips, sticks aod 
stakes he set at nought, nor did a ten feet rail 
have any other ejBTect than merely cleaning the 
dust from his skin ; and it fretjuently occurred 
to me, that his hide must have been tanned h^ 
fore it ever covered his adamantine carcase! 
Be that as it may — luckily for us, he seemed 
i|uite indifferent as to his /aorf, devouring, 
without apparent inconvenience, almost any 
thing that came within his reach, and I alwaysl 
used the greatest precaution in examining the] 
premises where he was to be fastened, lest a 
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grindstone, or some article of equal weight 
might disappear, and ourselves be suspected 
of the robbery ! The sun arose and set fivd 
times, I beliere, prenous to our entrance into 
modem Troy, New- York. We sold but a feW 
0f our very interesting books in this place, for 
which we received private notes then in cir- 
culation, of every denomination wWcr twelve 
and a half cents; all of which were good with- 
in a rnile of the bdnker'^s residence Who had 
issued them ! We proceeded onward as far 
as Albany, famous for mud and oyster-shells ; 
tMet with but little success, and in a few days 
set forth on our home-bound passage. Noth- 
ing of moment occurred on our journey, except 
the great risk of starving to death on the road^ 
or of descending a precipice when benighted 
on the mountains ; but from the latter danger 
we were pretty safe, as it required a more thau 
ordinary impulse to tnake our sure-footed nag 
jcven descend faster than he chose, which wa« 
^Bever over a common walk, or at be^, but a 
tkind of three-legged dog-canter. 

From Hanover I departed for Boston, taking 
Keene in-my way, where I tarried ti few daya^ 
^ as also at Concord, Massachusetts. At the 
latter place I published the following poems^ 
viz, — ^^Fame^ Wealthy Beauty and Rehgion^^ " The 
Poefs Grave^^^ *^ The Printer* s Hour of Peace fl 
^ On presenting a hdy, with a cake of Soap^'' ^^ The 
Penitent:' 

^ Arriving at Boston, I could obtain no employ** 

ment except of a casual nature, and pride per- 

^fidtted me mof e than once to suffer absolute 
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hunger ! '* Good enbtighfor youj^ excliuiz^ ib% 
reader; and ** Good enqmhjor mc," do 1 most 
heartUj respond ; and ifl again suflfer^ in the 
same manner, from a like cause, may relief 
come in the shape of a clean-picked shoulder- 
bone of a consumptive dromedary ! During 
the winter I wrote several articles for a week- 
ly publication, the title of which I do not. re- 
collect, among which were the toUowihg, m. 
— ^' Springy' ^' The Flower of the Rock^'' '' Stan- 
zas written in a ladtfs Bible^'* ** Stanzas/ on iUiber<3 
remarks on Women,'' " Charity,'' "Time," *^ To a 
floubtful friend," &c.* 

The following sonnett appeared in the "C#* 
fUmbian Ce/i/tne/, edited by Benjamin Rus^elLj^ 
Esq. whose judgment was wont to decide all 
doubts of either a political or poetical qharai:^ 
left 

SUNRISE AT SEA. 

I ss^w thee rise, bright orb of Heav?a I 
I saw thee rise from ocean's breast ; 
The »i|tit was £tir — for calm as^ even 
The wearied waves bad sunk to rest. 

Refnlgent orb, I saw thee climb« 
IVith iusti'e pure, the ciark-wove cloDdCy 
Till thoii hadst reached that height iublime 
'^ Where Deitf himself enshrouds ! 

And tbtifi, I thought, the christian's soul 
bbould faea?en-ward rise, fair Sun, like thee ; 
Till it should reach its blissful goal, 
Secure abore life's troubled sea *. 
Oh, tlien in vain the waves might roU 
' To bide its native majesty I ^ 

4 See a volume ofmj miscellaneous poems, published la ^hill^ 
Mpbi|i, ISld, bj J. H. Cunningham. 
fAlso a poem oq Time, as meatieued in tbe book af Rerell^ 
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Tti4t this sonnet should find a conspicuofis 
ylace in the ^ C^bmUnmi Cwtind^ effi>rded me 
vmch gr&l^atiim ; it was taking at least two 
Aens up the steep of fame at once $ whichf 
eonsidering the length of mj fegs, was per- 
forming a great exploit indeed. I also con* 
tributed occasionally to the columns of the 
" JfeW'Ensland Pdladiurn^^ edited by Messrs* 
TouNQ and Minns ; the latter a perfect gentle- 
man, (I am not acquainted with the former 
partner) arid highly respected by all who are 
intimate with his character. The following 
poem, written in a small public house, near the 
fish market, in Boston, under the aggravations 
of hunger and rags, was the first of my produc- 
tions which appeared in the last mentioned 
netrspaper, under the soft signature of '* Al- 
bert,'' and which, some time afterwards, losing 
its signature, was attributed to the genius of 
Thomas Moore, Esq. a son of the "Emerald 
Isle of the ocean.'' I thought this a very cu- 
rious method of encouraging native minstrels* 

OH. TELL ME NOT THAT WINE WILL SOOTH, kt. 

Ob, tell me not that wine «rill sootb 

The heart depi-e^sed wiliMTO ; 
Oh, tell me not that win^Will smooth 

Grim penury *s haggard brow ; 
For though its vrave beam pure and bright 

As eveQiDg*8 deity tear. 
It cannot gild mtsfortune'g night, 

Or calm the sioner*s fear. 

< 

Ob, tell me not that beauty's smilei 

That suD of clondlefi9 morn, 
Can black despair of wo beguilOt 

Or blunt afflictidn's tborD ; 
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For tboai^b a«hi}e Us beams rnaj p^y 
Wliere beattb nod pleasure bloom/ 

JDHi^se wtltsbrotid.M«j}|mgigg^j<-^ 
It sbmes qoHd (be (pm^^. . . 

•Oh» Uli me not that, fame eao give 

Tlie cankered consjcience peace ; 
Ob. tell me oot Ibat fame m\\ live 

Wbeo hope and life fibail cease ; 
For tbougb it points irbere bonor bleedSt 

And bids the bosom borii, 
Yet, as tbe ligUtoitig swift, recedes 

Wfkea Ume batb grasped bis am. 

But teil me tbat Rellgioa^s ray 

Can ligbt tbe soul to beaven ; 
Ob» tell Qie tbi^^can point tbe way 

To lilm on quicksands driven. 
And ril believe : — For vrell J know 

Tbat this alone can gave f 
That this can chase tlie clouds of wo« 

Aod gild the peasant's grave, 

jDuring one or two months of the sftmosier 
geason, I kept soul and body in partiiershifr 
<)n lwenty-fiv« cents per day ; this, to be sure^ 
wa& Jiviog '^dag cheap"^ on " ca^ m^a/^'—tbut, al- 
ways having a pretty good appetite, the ibod 
generally kept iown^ although sorpetiines max}- 
ifesting a degree of impatience to come up 
again ; and the better to prevent open mutijiy 
I frequently ordered a certain ^quae Pitae to 
stand sentinel at the portal of the premises, 
and be ready at dKboment's warning, to rush 
in and quiet the disturbers. 

During this period of vexations, the poem 

following, on the loss of the United States' 

eloop of war, the W^^, built on Merimack 

river, Capt. JBi;.AKEtT, commander, was com- 

I. posed and published in a literary paper, con* 

^ ducted by Messrs. Tiusston and rAR^c^i'i^R} 
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>f Boston. I wrote under the supposition that 
be fVasp had been sunk at Bea, at night, in an 
engagement with an English national ship of 
nuch superior force ; which supposition was 
'ouodedi on the fact of a British ffigate arriy« 
ng at Halifax in a disabled condition, and re- 
porting t0 have had an engagement with an 
(American frigate^^ in a latitude where the 
W0^ was known to be cruising at the timt ; 

LOSS OF THE U S. SHIP WASP. 

*Ti^ night !— Coffimbia*8 Toe is oigb. 

And loud Columbia's thutiders roar ; 
'Tis nighi !^TIie war torch flametb high. 
And ocean^t sounding surges pour ; 

But ere the light 

Ol'moroii^ bright 
Shall bid the sea-bird soar* 

That bloodv fight <" 

Shall close in uigbt : 
Those ibemeo meet no moreji 

^Tis night !^Pa]e Cynthia's sit? er beams 
Are glittering on the murmuring irave ; 
'Tis night !->The sea>mew's piercing screAitf^ 
No h>nger wake the shimberlBg brare ; 
Pot, oh, they sleep ^ ^ 

* In caverns deep, 

Where whirlwinds cease to rare. 
Where fairies weep» 
And vigils keep 
Arouod their hallowed ^rave. 

^Tis morn ! — Columbia's slghM||oe1aiiii 

That she hath beard the taleW wo ; 
'Tilt morn !— But, ah! her wreaths of tame 
Will never twine her Blakeley's brow 4 

Tet o'er his uro 

Shall heroes mourn, 
And as their tear*drops flow. 

Their hearts shall burn. 

And proudly spurn 
The triumph of the foe. 

f There was no American frigate cruising in ia«k fi4iti|(i||' 
"Sifaft this eopgement was said to have takeo plao*. 
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The following poems wiei^ first laid befofQ 
Hie paUic through the medium of the ^^Bosioi 
Pairiot^^^ viz.— ^* The Esceyf^,^^ " Compassioi^^ 
^Btvtnge^^^ ^' Hope^'^ ai)d ^' Melancholy J^ 

MELANCHOLY. 

fibe dweHs btj a fitream where the cypKss and wUlotr 
kfe Aesinied with the, ieara that fall trom her ey« ; 

The earth h her bed, the flint-«tone her piiloir— - 
fttidoight her nautle, her ctirtaiu ttie sky. 

Her ceir Is a eave, where the bright beam of rooming 
Ne'er (pierced the chiil ^Iooid of its vildering mste i 

Where the snnsbioe oljoy, youth's visage ador»iiog» 
Ne'er warmed with its iii'e, or ebeered with Us rajs. 

The moon U her tamp, wbcm the wist- mantled mounlain 
At midnight she clamberg, and walks on its steep i 

Or leans on the rock of a cltr^stalioe luuntain, 
And sighs to the Eepbyr that dimples the deep. 

Her tresses are dark as the wiog of the faven^ 
Her robe is all wet, and her bosom U bare ; 

Like a barque on tiie waves .'mid the whirtwiodi of heareS, 
She wanders distracted, or sinks io despair. 

REVENGE. 

Ill life's purple current his bands are imbrued. 
And his eye*bal1s flash fierce with the lightnings of rage i 
With the tears of the guiltless his feet are bedewed, 
And his dagger is red with the blood of old age. 

4*be place of bis s^^s the wild demon's dwelling—^ 
Ou his dark snlleflrow 'thrones the spectre of Cain; 
And the grim ^ends of hell« terrlficlj yelHug, 
tf rge his soul on to murder, ami frensy his braio. 

His blood-spriokled band grasps a lock of the hoary. 
While furies are souadiog tlie fame of their chief ; 
His face is concealed 'ueath hi:) mantle so gory, 
But his heait knovvs no pity« it melts not at grief. 

* 
At midnight's lone hour, e'en the stoutest hearts frighteoiPJ^ 
Ife dimbtf tbp tall mountain, or plougtts the deep Hfrni^ 
And, wild a^thrif'hiiiwind, as swift as the lightnhig, 
Puals death io his victim, ttid bathes iuhis blood. 
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About these days, (in Almanac diction) I 
issued proposals for the publication of a work^ 
entitled ^^Tke Printer^ arid other Poems,'^^ which 
is inserted below, verbatim et Uteraiim, — With 
this becmttful ^ni finished poetical production,, 
the "Pr//j/e^*," certain critics, forming a "Cra- 
riiUM Cl,ub,'^ in the State of Connecticut, had 
the audacity to quarrel, and pronounce devoid 
of all inerit whatever! This denouncement 
Ixad like to have proved a death-blow to my 
muse, and every string of my yankee hafp 
eame near snapping asunder! My flesh de*- 
cayed— " rottenness entered my bones," and 
I walked the streets like a moving mummy ! I 
had no more pride left than a peacock robbed 
•f his feathers, and conipelled to look forever 
at the deformity of his own rascally toes !— * 
However, by slow degrees I eventually reco- 
vered; consoling myself with the knowledge 
that thejoocm was composed extemporaneously 
in a garret, with a iae/yf'always walking under 
the windows of my habitation, ready to seize 
me the moment I popped my nose out at the 
door : and this in truth took place, notwilh- 
•tanding all my precautions in only venturing 
into the street early in the morniiig, and late 
in the evening. ConstaMe Reed (that far-^ 
famed land-sea-serpent) espied me at last, and 
conducted me to the "Asylum oi "oppressed hu- 
aaanity," in Court-street, there to remain, un- 
til the enormous debt of five dollars, and bill 
©f costs should be discharged ! A sum su£&- 
cient \vas generously loaned me by Bal- 
lad, Esq. editor of the '^Boston Patnot^^^ \fhich 
favour 1 shall ever remember with gratitude. 
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pXTRACt FROM THE PREFACE TO THE *' PRliSTER,^ 

" However strange or doubtful it may ap- 
pear, the author has not the least knowledge 
of English grammar ; and this cojifession, al- 
though candid and true, may give rise to the 
following query : — " Why then has the author^ 
trusting to his own limited knowledge, or 
urged forward by vanity, publicly thrown his 
productions before the fiery ordeal of criticism, 
without first submitting them to some learned 
friend for correction ?" This is the reply :— 
The author was too obscure, although not al- 
together unknown, to find a friend^ who, with- 
out a suitable compensation, would'have beeoi 
willing to undertake so undesirable a task; 
and, being too much impoverished to make the. 
remuneration required, he has been induced^ 
and, in verity, necessitated^ to act as he has 
ione.'* 

v. 

There is not much truth '^'distributed^'* througk 
the ^^pages^^ of the i" Pnnler^^ and there is still 
less poetry than truth ; it hardly admits of any 
'''justification^^ whatever, and some, parts of it 
might be. construed into " slurs'^^ upon thejre- 
spectability of the craft generally, were it npt 
well known that the poet has never been a«i 
enemy to those of his own profession ; there- 
fore, as the heart has always been right, let 
the error* of the " Acarf" be forgotten. 
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THE APPRENTICE. 

Futt ia my song mtitt 8tsQ<1 the rtirtic youth. 

Whose feet ne'er wandeiM from (be path of truth ; 

Simple in manners, simpler stHI \n heait. 

H(^. oovr begins to learn the **heav^n-tavght art !** 

Full slow his timid fingers kiss the types, 

Wtiile from his brow Texatiou's dew he wipes; 

And nit in vain the mazy case explores. 

Till faint with toil his fate as oft deplores ; 

Thinks of the lowly cot in glen obseare, 

Its joys nocaf&ker'd, and its pleasures pHre, 

That l&te be leA in search, perelianee of wealth* 

Too youiq; .to kqaw the worth of peace and health ; 

Too late, alas ! he finds bis sad mistake. 

The indenttire's signM — his chain be dares not break. 

But hope, (that cheereth most him most depressed) 
Points onward still to future years of rest ; 
While busy fancy weaves her cobweb ? eil 
To shroud the ills tlut must bis life assail; 
PaiDts plejMing pictures of approaching peace. 
When the lew years of servitude shall ee^se ; 
Proclaims in whispers soit the happy fate 
That doth the aoeomplish'd editor await i 
•And hp believes-rnor knows *tis but a dreans, 
Brief as the dew before the noon-day beam. 

Thus urged by hope, by faithless fancy led. 
Resolves still in the rugged path to tread. 
Till years of diligence shall gild bis name, 
And grace bis temples wilb the wreaths of fame. 

Few are his pleasures, and his labours low ; 
Condemned alike to brave the wintry snow. 
Or when the scorching beams bt summer beat. 
To roam unsheiterM from the noon -tide heat ; 
And though one day, at least, iu ev*ry year. 
He styles his patrons gen'rous, kind and dear, < 

Yet they— such is the Print er-Dev IPs fate— j 

Can seldom pardon n%.ws delivered late ! * 

What time hre morning cares ami duties o*er» ^ < 

His busy hand the boxes ail eiplore; 
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Kiearnt in bltituli witb tpMd tlie types to .|4ioe» 
Or Nek nMam them to the proper caie ; 
0tri?ef well to Joftifj each ili-t|Mc*«i Itoe, 
Mb pege; Bftike op, and cord arokiod entwine; 
Thea oo the ttone impoM, correct and niecv 
That thus locked op (he solid mass may rise. 
B<it oft the ihnn, although locked up complete^ 
Will hum iti hart and tumble at bis feet ; 
Ah, tlieo what ghastly roeful looks appear,^— 
^ — ^\lia t curses then are thiinderM in his ear ! 

VfeW ml$cht old Faustcs cry io stern despair* 
^ O, w hat a ciirsed/al/iniP through was there !*' 

At midnight hdnr^he seeks bi$ immfole bed«' 
No pillow oil whereon to ^ay bis bead ; 
^ Draw?) oVr his weary limbs the latter*drog« 

Or wraps himself in stolen bed quilt snug ; 
But Io ! era yet the ruddy morn advance, 
A piprriog voice awakes him from his tranee ; 
O then what would be not with pleasure lose, 

To gain one hour ofsbort, but sweet repose. 

******** 

But of the youth, i take my leave, to scan 
The numerous ills attendant on the man. 

THE JOURNEYMAN. 

The joyless years of servitude now past, 
He shines a dashing journeyman at last ;^— 
Becuraes a bu^k.^^Jriuks brandy with a grace. 
Till Bacchus' roses bloom upon his i'ace ; 
Scribbles,— talks politics, and spouts with ease. 
Nor heeds it'thik ofliend, or that may please ; 
Is puflr*d,-*-aares8*di invited out to dine. 
Drinks toasts,— sings songs, and qimffs bis cup of wine ; 
Makes puns, — writes verse*', and, perhaps^ ^ets mellow ; 
In short, becomes ''9i donmright cltverJeUom.** 
» *' He is not rich,'* some busy ell will say, 

•* How does lie settle, or his reGk*ning pay? 
U •• By V. hat utiknown, yetpowerinl mau.ic charm, 

j •* Does he so long avoid the bailiifS arm V* 

) Go, thou who dost this itlle question ask, 

^' (ir thon in fortune's cheering ^taibeaifis hastv) 

Gu seek his drear abode wheuall is still, 
Sa?0 the Jioarsc watchman and the wbippoorwill; 
1'hcre panse awhile, and mark bis languid eye; 
Behold ills check — then ask the reason why 
'Tis thus sp wan ! — Go, go, whoe'er thou art. 
Receive thine answer — let it touch thy heart. 

His life is one unchanging scene of wo 
And coropiirated ills, that oil o*e( threw 
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His ffrm r«sofiF«g and fortUude of 8onr, 
Till m despair be e laspsthe pois'nuus bowL 
And sips oJ (ts intoxlcatiog wave 
Till slianMJ is lost, and IHendslrjp cannat save. 

But some mere arc with (eeliogs |<.ss refined. 
Tet arm'd with grealei fortitude of miud, 
niio, Itfce ONE gaildut barque amid a fLEET, 
(Oi timbers strong, and workmanship complete,) 
Otitnde the storm, and brave life's rugged coast. 
* When all aio<ind except themselves are lost. " 

Thou silver moon, in vain tliy bea|ti5» invite 
«i? iaiignid limb^ to cool, scquesteiM height : 
In vain tby goothing. peace-impartiog pow*r 
His weary soul invites to lonely bow'r : 
Alas I what time thy beams the deep illume. 
Or ball eoDceard, half gild thife mould'ring tomb, ' 
Then IS he dooitiM his health and sirengtb to waste. 
To please--ah I what to pleas«?-^the public taste / 
wAiid what 's the bright reward of al| his toil? 

V^*"® beneath the siioshine of Its smile. 

And « there none to mourn the printer's doom i 
^o friend y^ hand to grasp him from the tomb ? 
fehail wealth or pride bis spirit doom to bow. 

fii! II u '**® ^^^^ ^^^^ *'**" ^^^^^^ *ay bim Iqw ? 
^ball he who floats secure down pleasure's stream. 
-Around whose head the gems of splendor beam.-* 
Whose life is one cont hi ned scene of bliss, 
Dare boast a soul in aught more pure than his? 
Lives there a wretch so dead, so lost to shame, 
J\ ho seeks to blast the pi inter's humble fame Q 
11 such there are, O let oblivion's tide 
At once their mem'ry and their folly hide. 

' THE EDITOR. 

An Editor ! but how shall I portray 
^hal I have never been ?-.Ah, shall I say 
Th4 he is happy ; free fr«m caik%care, 
n Ithout an ill, ahd never in despair? 
Ifo ;— thts would be a falsehood mean and base.--> 
A simple lie, and told without a grace ;— 
Or rather shall I. like some bapless elf, 
Venture at once to draw a picture of myseff. 
And Bay, ♦*7w hU ;"— Aye, this must be my p!aa^ 
The autwardform hurts nnt the innard man- 

Then come, mf muse, thy race is almost run. 
Describe the Bailiff and thy task is done ; 
fortify the fiend, who in his taloDs strong, 
So oft.hatb grasp'd thee, and d«poil»d tby srt^g?' 
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Nor tbee afooe« for fipw tlicre are eatt^af, 

(Wh© lore the lyre.J tfcey ne?er ofrii'il bin sway ;— • 

A las ! he waiiden wide through earth* k doitaia^ 

Except wben dtNickled with a gulden chahi; 

In vaiH Apollo hoiists his poiTf r to charni'— ^ 

'Wlien bath heporal^z'd a Bainff'a arm ? ^ 

Or when did Orphmis by his tmiernk art 

Ere foetttogrieta calchpoie*fi fvoBPii heart ? 

* * * « « 4( ♦ 

Know *st tboa that form ? know'st thnn that hateful fac« ^ 
-Hi; smii('> ;-^hut not a messenger of grace ! 
. Bf^hold, how kind his words, his looks how mild ; 
Say, is he not good-nature's sweetest child ? 
But stay ,-^he comes ! bis hand is rais*d in air ; 
Hoif soon he*schaog*d ! a wrinkled fiend el'eare ;^ 
' A grinning ape — a grim and ghastly elf. 
Emblem of nothing but his frightlul self« 
.With what malic ions joy be now assumes 
A visage like the daemon of the tombs ! 
With what a savage smile he sternly cries, 
I am the Bailiff I pray, sir, ope your eyes ; 
IVTy hand you cannot longer now decline. 
For thus I gra^p thee— thus I make thee mine ! 

Awakes his victim now in stem stirprisf^, 
And thus, with trembling voice, tonlfhe cries : 

*' Here, Joseph, Isaac, Peter, John or Will< ^ 

" Go, run to old 'Sqwire Put nffwMh his bill, 
** And tell him straight— let no excuse avail— 
'* It must be paid, or I must go to jail : 
** Moreover, tell him if he'll pay it now, 
'* I will deduct some three per cent or so.** 

Returns the boy, with sad, foreboding grii^ 
For old 'Squre P. alas ! was cot within ; 
Nor could he tell what time he might retuni,-* 
That he was gone, was all he well cold learn. 

Th* impatient Bailiff urges hard tiissuit. 
For now his hapless victim's tongue is mute ; 
But by repeated threats from BailiflT's throat, 
" Good John,'* again he cries " pray take this note^ 
'* And run to Captain CaUr again ;'^jon know 
** He lives at number thirteen, tiebtor^s-row ; 
*' And, John, just whisper softly in his ear^ 
*' I'hat 'tis but small, and has been doe a year, 
*^ And will be smd — no, stay — that will not ds(^ 
** For I should lose the iibt^ and charges too ! 
** However, go, my lad, and try your best, 
'* ril trust to chance and fortune for tlie rest.'^ 

O wretched man, the fates are still ankibd ; 
Thy debtor ne'er again the lad shall find i ^ 
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For lo. bisiipirH'flfedtottat darfcshm^ 
Wbertt bfnnaii voieeftbatt neYcr raacfa Mm aioi^ | 
Ho^g dead !-«-AJi, bow I read thf downcast eve | 
It seams to weep, aod yei it itill it dry : 
But bark ! whence comea tbattsbiH i»rophetioifiriek 7 
It Is tby Wife ! the would, but caanot speak* 
Bebold tby babe ! uocouseloas of tby doom* 
it smiles ;•— so doth tbe osaDlac cm tbe tomb^ 
Wbere late eusbdoM the mouid'riog relicks rest 
Ofbnn wbo diedtluitabe migbt still be blest. 

Unhappy tbau, go take a long farewell ; 
Thy wealth is gooe ;«-iio more the muse may iA 

* * * » * <* a 

Foighre ye Editort, fwgire tbe lay ; 
Tbe picture's true— and truth ooght have its sway. 
^Tis dark I own ; but like tbe dlFmond brighU 
Vmwz shines purest io misfortuoe*s aight : 
Slander, oppression, mallcct enFy, woe» 
Tbooi^ black themselves, a lig^aronnd it tbmwi 
And while their own dark fimas they thus ^ipoMu 
Tirtuei in all its majesty, disclose* 
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From the sale of this volume I received a» 
bout twelve dollars, with six of which I trav-, 
elled to Newport, Rhode-Island, Here my 

fockets became ientifely empty ; nevertheless, 
tarried at the best hotel in the place, but 
ate nothing, as it was totally out of tny power 
to pay for even a single meal ; at length, the 
landlord, wht)se name was Townsend, called i 
me aside, and asked me the reason of my not 
eating; I candidly explainedthe catise, when 
he handed me some 4>randy and water, and 
told me I was welcome to his ta:l>leva& loDgas 
I remained in the place, I wrote to the Epis- 
copalian minister of Newport, stating that my 
father had been the pastor of a congregational 
society in Brunswick, Maine ;' that 1 was ia 
distress, and wished his assistance in procur- 
ingme ja passage to New- York, where I should , 
be able to obtain business, and support myself 
bj i»y industry : — this excellent man readily 
granted my request, and in a fev? days I arrived 
at the great commercial emporium of America. 
Twenty cents was the whole amount of mo- 
ney in my possession, when I left the packet 
at the wharf; and, being unacquainted with 
any one in the city, I felt rather '* squally," as 
the sailors say ; however, by dint of persever- 
ing inquiry, I found the residence jpf a gentle- 
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man from Boston, who had left me at Newport, 
and who now voluntarily become responsible 
for my boards until I could procure employ- 
ment While oi|t of business, I once or twice 
took an active part in certain mountebank 
' exhibit]or)s, in New-Yofk and in Brooklyn; 
but of this kind of life I soon grew disgust- 
ed, and very fortunately obtained a situation 
in the printing office of Mr. James Oram. Mr. 
O. at this time edited and printed a weekly 
literary work,' for which I sometimes wrote, 
under the signature of ^^ Albeirt," &c. Mr. 
O.was very Triendly, and his praise encouraged 
me greatly, for he was an aged, an honest, a 
charitable, and a good natured man ; he could 
forgive thq follies of y out h* and 1 had many 
follies to be forgiven. The following are a- 
mong the productions of my muse while em- 
ployed as a journeyman printer in the city of 
New- York ; — they may be found in my volume 
of miscellaneous poems, published in Phila^ 
] delphia, 1818. 

[ Christmas Hymn^ MortaKty^ To a Lady^ Lit 
me Drink^ Love^ Death of Justice*, On releasing a 
Bee^ Solomon and Queen Sheha^ To EUa^ Evenings 
On leaving a beautiful Village^ Dogs of St. Ber^ 

> nard, Reply to Ella^ Virtue^ Pathetic Stanzas^ The 

• word Farewell^ Warrior^s Burial^ Christianas Bu* 

rial^ Poefs Prayer y Daring Enterprise^ To EUa^ 

Request to write on miseries attendant on men of 

Genius^ Jin empty Goblet^ Intemperance^ Lover^s 

\ Prayer, Pleasure j To my Friends, Despair. 
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LOVER^S PRAYER • 

Dear IMtle Cupid-*-god of lofe S 
It i^hs or lean ttiy pity more ; 
If lover** prayeft-^if lover's fowt* 
From hearts ei pore as 2lembla*8 sBOfra^ 
fifay rise to greet tliy godsbip^s ear, 
De^ tboa my faumblo prayer to heai'* 

Give her, to whom my fate I bind. 
A bomble, pure and heaveoly mind. 
Adorn ber form witb every grace- 
Let modest blushes tioge ber face. 
And OD ber fbrebead» smooth and fair. 
Be worth aad genius written there ; 
Eodow ber witb those matchless cbiirma 
Adonis found in Venus* arms ; 
Ob, give her Jips Hke.roses red«- 
Let auburn rio^ets deelc her bead. 
And IM. her eyes, of asure hue, '{ 

Be' mildly bright and piercing too ; 
Give, give her all that I have sung. 
But. pr*yfbee» do not add a^ton^e. 

The following moral song was written in the 

f arret of a dwelling-ho\ise in Spring-streetj 
[ew-York, on a Sunday afternoon, some jeare 
ago, and first appeared in the ^^ Ladies MU'^ 
seutny^ edited by Mr. Oram : 

SONG. 

LovB, the leaves are falling round thee ; 

All the forest trees are bare; - 
Wintfer's snows will soon surround thee, 
Soon will frost tby raven hair : 
Then say, witb me, 
Love, wilt thou flee, 
Nor wait to bear sad autumn^s prayer ? 
For winter rude 
Will soon intrude, 
r- ' Nor aught of summer's bloshtog beauties spare. 
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"* Set to music, by Bi:iin>aic&* 
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Love, the rose li^ iritlierilig ftj tiicto» 

An4 the lily blooAis no more ; 
Kaftirc'i ebarms will qaickly Ay thee— 
Chili ing raiD« aronnd thee pour : 
% Ob, then with me. 

Love/ iirilt thott fl^. 
Ere wbidifij( tempests romi thee r^ar, 
An4 wintfJr dread 
Shall frost thy head. 
And all thy rareD ringlets sliver o'er t 
\ ■ • 

Love, the moon te shinini^ for thee, 

A-ll the lamps of heaven are hri|ht ; 
Boiy spirits ^lide helbr^ tbM. 
Urging on thy tardy flight ; 
Then aey, with me. 
Love, witt thou flee. 
Nor #^t the snn's retttrnio^ itghtf 
Time** finger rode 
Will soon intrude, •^ 
BelentleM, all thy blushkig beauties bHght f 

liove, the flowers no longer greet thee. 

All their lovely hues have "fled ! 
No more the violet springs t« meet thae^ "^ 
liifting slow its modest head i 

Then say, with me, 

Love wilt thoa flee, 
And leave this darktiog desert dread. 

And seek a clime 

Of joys sublime, , 
Where fadeless flowers a lasting fragranca ^ed 9 

The following stanzas alio were written fejf 
the *^ Ladies^ Museum^^ and may be found i||i 
that paper— 1817— 18 : 

PATHETIC. 

Why, stranger, why that look of wo, 

Aiul whaiice that deep-drawn sigh f 
Why should the flood of sorfow flow 

To dim thine aged eye? 

Say, dost thou mourn soom faithful friiali ' 

Of life too soon berea ? f 
Or dost thou 'neath misfortune bead* 

Without one coBsfort left ? * 

.8* 
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Do« pof erty« flmt demon jdread^ 

Tby brig^«it prospects blast ? 
Have alf wf earthly pf«asarte fled«*- 

Tbj Joji forerec past 9 

** Alas .!^— Ike straosBr ireepiog cried* m 

*' I mouro DO kindrrtl dear* 
*^ For DODO of Qlae bare lately died ; 

•* 'Tis ihoeking keM^ bere I 

« Bat, list, aod I'll the truth impart^ 

•« 'Tis this that doods my life : 
** A Quack^-coofpuDd the riHaio's art-~ 

*^ Has three times tvred my wife !*' 

/* - 

COURAGE AND FORTITUDE. 

The following poem is commemorative of 
tibe escape of Midsbipman King, of the United 
States' Navj, from the guard-ship Rubt^ in 
Bermuda, who during a dark and tempestuoua 
night, seized an open boat, belonging to the 
•hip, and in h&t embarked for his native coum- 
try ; where, by the protecting hand of Provi- 
dence, after suffering the most severe and dis- 
tressing hardships, he arrived in safetjr, on the 
2d of August, IBI 3. 

No mooa that night, with silrery iight, 

In beareo's bltte vault was seen ; 
No {aiding star, with radiance bright, « 

Pierced the dark clouds between ; 
But all was chaeriess-Mlark— and looe« 

As it lad been such fearful hour. 
That naturo, trembling on her tbroae» 

Sought refuge from JehoTah's power. 

^Twassuch a momtnt:*-dread as this. 

Whet blest Columbia's daring son, 
Upon the stormy, dark abyss, 

All friendless, fearless, uid alone. 
Burst from oppression's galling chain, 

(Ob, never may it bind has mere) 
And ^untless braved the raging maiPf 

To bail again Colombia's shore. 
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Beloved Kii7e, tbemlnrtref*; «jre cao vievr 

Thj little siclff OS ocean tost ; 
And, u tt tremMio^iiiottots the blildws blae, 

Or« siekltng, seemi^eTer lest ; 
Dost mark thee fearteic at the helm, 
Tbougb oft tlie tow^tai(> waves o^erwheloBU 
And to a moBenttkrealeo to destroy 
Thy deareit dreami of liberty and Joy* 

Yea, be can vieir tb> steady eye, 
FiroB-ifijced on heaven—on bcnveo alone 

Thy aeuPs beatt tastii^ hopes ^ere placed* 
Aod tbooghtby prayers to trieudsUip's ear weie lost> 

Yea, frem^ Uiioe own weak memory erased. 
Still did tbey rise before Hj8 throne, . 

Who ever listenato the sufferei Very, 

Nor heedless views falabumbte&t creatures die* 

'Twas B«« midaunted traveller of the wave. 
Who stretched, unseen, bis jutghty arm to save, 
- And tani^bt thee skiH thy tolterhig barque to guide 
Safe o'er that waste, where all bnt ttiou beside 
Had rather groaned, in slavery's tetters bouodi 
Than risked the dangers that beset it round. 

F.irst then, to heaven thy earliest thanks be paid ; , 
And next thy country claims lliy needful aid « 
For, generous Kino, Columbia views in Iheo 
Another guardian of her liberty ; 
Another cbiet^-^nother ocean gem, 
Some future day to deck her diadem ; 
And for whose brow as fair a wreath shall bloom 
As Freedom twined on gallant PaKBLs's tomb* 

STANZAS - 



'*» 



0€C(ii$ioned ly a requcBt to write upon the Mismee 
attendant on Men of 6eniu$* 

Oh, sip thou not of yonder fount 

That now so calmly Oows, 
Nor rashly climb Parnassus' movnl 

To grasp yon tempting rose ; 
For 'neatb that fount dotb ii^VT biiSi 

And MAUCH tbul intrude— 
And round Its sparkling wave of bliss 

There hirks a monster rude, 
Who fain would stab thee with a kis% 

And call it oaatituojp^. 
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Ob, totich not jonder bTiutiiDg wreath, 

Ot'flovren EHysiau itoye, 
Al though their fr«graui sweets tbej breathe 

Tbrotigb Eden's b«ppie«t|:fDve.; 
Alas ! beiieath tbos« IQoirerets UJs^ ^ 

Full niauy a tboro is teen. 

And HATE, DEJGCTi9N, Wild DE8P>lIft« 

Aud wiNT. oi hacgard vaeia ; 
WliHe PENiraT. and oai kiiigH3AaCt 
For ever lutcrT^ue. 

Ob, seek oot ocNirs* lanely cell,- 

Nor view bis cor«cb ol'paia ; 
For ob, tbat couch sucb truths miglbt tell 

Thou wouldst not hear a^ato ; 
That kkfiguid eye a tongue could fiad« 

buch tnitbn before thee s^t, 
I'bat, ooce ifopreised upon tbj mind, 

1'boD never sbouldst forget. 
Till, iu deatb> icy armt reelined» 

Tiiy grave tke night dews wet* 

And dott thou ask, what truths are these. 

What tales of dreadful note ? 
What pangs the soul of genius seise. 

And burst the life-stream out ? 
Go, stranger, go— whate*er thy name* , 

Or fortune*! friend, or slave, 
Co, tear from thence yon wreath of fame 

That blooms on genius^ grave. 

Go, and (he bloemiug chaplet tear — 
A ready answer's written there. 



For composing the above poem I received 
a verj handsome present, consisting of various 
articles of clothing, of which I was in great 
need, and ten dollars in money ,^ from a gentle-| 
man who is now a bookseller in New-York ; P 
withhold has meme from fear of offending his 
delicacy, but his kindness will always be re^ 
Heiaibered with gratitude. 



.-. / 
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LOVE. 

Toa ask where M dweSlHt 
. And where its abode ; 
What bosom it swells. 
What Tallep or dells 
It lately hath trod. 

BeKeve me, dear maid, 

Tboirit seek it in Tain ; 
'Tis flown from the glacle» 
It unarms not the shade, 

iN^er cheers it the plain. 

The bosom of yoath 

Its pillow is not ; 
. For noagbt but untruth 
Are the warm tows of yoQth-# 

Soon made, aod forgot. 

LoTE Iiath bnt one home, 
I Saire one that's above; 

Then why, maiden, roam ? 
I I'll shew thee its home 

In the nest of the dote. 

I 

! 

Having always entertained a high opinion 
bf Philadelphia, I took my departure byway 
f)f South Amboy, for that delightful city. I 
•ras two days and an half on my jourpey, the 
packet, so called, having run aground at Go-* 
Pernor's Island, where we were detained for 
three or four hours, and also being necessita- 
ted to wait some time longer at Amboy to 
bave a crazy old stage-coach repaired, which 
had broken down the same day of our arrival ; 
Eowever^ by dint of good luck, and sundry 
glasses of. aqua-vitae presented to the driver, 
We managed to get to Camden, N. J, on the 
third day after leaving New- York. My ex- 
penses were seven dollars and an half^ besides 



94 • THE JLIPE OP 

twenty -five cents to a Jersey ferryman for ta- 
king me to the other side of the Delaware — 
that is, the side on which Philadelphia happens 
to be situated. If this line of stageft, &c. is 
conducted in the same manner as it was then, 
the passengers, instead oi payings ought to re- 
ceive ahandsori^e remuneration for condescen- 
ding to travel by it. But I believe things on 
this route are now managed much better. 

I knew not any persons in Philadelphia, ex- 
cept the family of Mr. Jacob Perkins, the artist, 
now in Englan<3, and with them I was not very 
intimately acquainted. I could not obtain ^ 
work for some time, until by the influence of a I 
son of Mr. P. a situation was procured for mei 
in the printing office of the '* Tme American^^ { 
published by Messrs.CuMMiNGs & Smith, where 
I received a tolerable compensation for very 
hard work. The first piece of poetry that ever 
appeared with the signature of ^V^^ston bard,'' 
was published in the '^'^ Democratic Press^^'^ on the 
subject of rewarding our revolutionary sol- 
dieis; this is t^e only article of poetry 1 ever 
wrote for the above newspaper. 

On reading the motion for bestowing pensions on 
our revolutipnary Soldiers^ &cc. 



•* Hoiv sleep the brave who sink to rest 
•* By all their country's «;?*sAe» blest !" 

How blest are you— ye honored brave* 
\\ ho bared your breasts in bloody fray, ' 

Your grateful country's right's to save, 
Acd crush ambitiou's haughty snay. 
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How happy ye I hoir nobly bfest, 

, Y? hoary ebiels, ye aged few, 
Who bast*uiog to your (^ojig, Utt rest,} 
B^old the golden age io vieir ! 

Hail ! glorious age of noble deeds ^ ^ 

Hail ! Qiigbty champions of the poor ! 
The reteran*s breast ho longer bteeds,— 

Those telMale s<^ars shall plead no more* 

Who fFould not seek the bloody field, 
•Ind learleti>i meet the stoutest loe, 
, IfVheo n7/>ten(f«, so eor^t riebly yieid 
A goldeif dow^r Tor every bioiv ? 

Who iroald not wear a so/<?ur'« plume; 
Atid dauntless view the battle rioud, 
For CASH {in tit/u) to boy a tomb. 

And fringe to grace a soldier's shroud ! 
Jimtia73/ 17, 1818. 
f - 

Several of my productions were published 
in the columnd of the " Jlmertcan,'^^ viz — JBlue^ 
eyed Maid of Erin^ To Ellen^ Song for Washing* 
ion^Q Birth Day^ To a Coquette^ Beauty^ Epitaph 
&n Kosciusko^ 6tan%us on seeing a lonely Pine grow- 
ing on a high hiU on the sea-shorep Grave of Hit 
liuelUsU Cottage Jllaid, Beply to T— ~-«^ • Septy f» 
Z- ■ ♦ To Meandor^^ Marriage of the 8quI^ Frag' 
nnentf Vision L and 11.^ and tbis follow lOg 

0% READINe THB OmClAL AOCOVMT OF THB BXfiCUTION ar 

GGlKEftAL XAVIER MINA. 

Corse 00 thee* Spain !— thoo fairest foulest spot ofoarth y 

Thou sink of sin, irith roses crowned ; 
Thou illegitimate— thou hasty birth. 

From putrefaction's teeming mound ! 
ThoD irhitened sepulchre, witbto whose shell 

^^bese pieces are all republished in the rolame of my oiiacel. 
huieous poems, printed in Fbiladelphia, 181$. 
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PoUntioD Snds a ready home— 
Who<« bif atb is dexdly as tfoft ITpaii* fmelt, 

Who«e bosom w the pATRit t'« tomb— 
D, treacherous spain« how dreadfoV is thy d^oiD* 

SoBoM, to THEE compared, .wottld stand as pore 
As is the snow ifi heaven's eha^e store? ; 

•Yes e'en Gomorrah— that unfodlf sewer- 
Is cleaner than thj bloud-stained shores ; ^ 

Beaven yeils itsell' above the darkimg clouds* 
And blushes o*er thy million crimes ; 

The sun« bis face m three*fold darkness sbrondst 
Till be bath passed thy purple shrhiet, 

Where Frebdom^s brow the thorn- wove garland twinea. 

And thoH. detested FaaoiNAND ! tbon bltad, 

Malicioni foe of Lhiertt ; 
Thon corse of FaKEDOM— hated of mankind. 

And scorned by all the brave and free ;— 
Soon, tyranti may thy cruel bosom feel 

The thousand tortnres those have borne 
Whom thou hast stretched upon the morderoas whsA 

And whom with ragif^ torture? torn* 
To thy dark soul have lasting vengeance awora, 

t 

Soon may the spirit of that chlefltaln bra?e 

Who late hath bled Hi freedom's cause ; 
Whose ralonr might a nation's honour save— 

Protect its sacred rights and laws ; 
Soon may his gallant^pirit roose from sleep 

A boId,i>ETERHiNBD,teteran band, 
Who, on the altars of thehr faiths shall swear 

To free their hapless native land. 
Or blot the stain of slavery with the blood of PerdkMtf* 



REPLY TO " T— — .« 

Peace to thy bosom, sen of song I 
Sweet minstrel of a cloudless day ; 
To thee Apollo's wreaths belong- 
To thee the muses ret erence pay : 
Bright was the star that o*er thy l^irt^ 
Presided with prophetic raT— . 
That told a wretched world tby woitlv 
And Gheered it with thy petnirt li^* 
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Bard oCa IWing lyre ! I claim 

I9o flower of all that bloom so fair 

On steep Parnassus' brdw oi'fiune. 

To deck the bards who wander there ; 

I only ask that friendly lips, 

In future day may breathe my name— 

And he, who of Pieria sips. 

May read, and sigh— but never blame 

•Tis true, alas ! life's early dawn 
Was darkened by the clouds of care, 
And e'er I hailed youth's ruddy mora. 
My sun of hope set in despair : 
•Tis true, indeed, that I have met 
The storms of life with bosom bare ; 
And lofed a heart that could forget 
What solemn vows of friendship were. 

Yet thou hast bid me change the strain, 
V The strain of wo. to misery dear— 
And sayest sweet hope, and peace, agam • 
I Shall btess my bosom, lone and drear : 

Thou tellest of heaven— aud this is well ; 
' For oh, I hail that moment, near. 

When death shall calm my bosom's swell, 
And meek-eyed Pity, bending o'er my bier, 
^ Shall blot her poet's errors with a tear. 

i My fame as a poet, now rose most outrage- 
' ouslyUnd I might have obtained three dollars 
i per W for all the rhymes I could make, pro- 
vided they were published in that superb and 
^ classical literary 8vo. periodical, the « f ^J 
tic Magaztne'^; but as I had never habituate J 
myselfto write by the /oaf or yard, I dechnej 
offering my productions to the editor, wi^ 
whom I had no acquaintance, tlunkmg to turn 
ay poems to better advantage m a much less 
troublesome manner. Some few of my pieces 
found their way into the columns of Br tisk 
newspapers, which,notwithstanding my hatred 

of that arrogant government, afforded me 

$ 

\ ■ ' 
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Biderable satisfaction. I was considerably an- 
noyed by 3 weekly paper, called " The Inde^ < 
pendmt Bahnce^'^ formerly known as ^' The Tick- 
Icr";*— some of its remarks were rather severe, 
and it required no small effort to keep my 
mind in a comparative state of tranquillity. ^ 
i now fell at work, '^ tooth and naiiV and in 
a short time printed a volume of poetry, of one 
hundred and fifty-six pages; but I did not suc- 
ceed so well with this work as I had antici- 
pated ; almost all the books were deposited 
with the publisher, and 1 left the city, cursing 

* Also, by tbe •• Pennsi/lvania Gasette,** pnblished at Lancas-, 
ter« In which I was pranounced a blockhead, an ass. and several 
ot\ier gerUletnanlf; appellations, as follows : 

The *' Boston Bttrd^^* and some other moon stricken ass, are 
boring tbe public with poetical plagiarisms, of the very meanest . 
order, in a Philadelphia paper, called ^* Thb Union.*' We had 
hopes thai when the ** Union** took place, the Gazette man would 
biave excluded sitcb nauseous stiiflflrom his columns^ But — **nemo 
mortdlium ofwiibus horis sofU.*' — ItdosnH gif any poty wat is 
always gunning. Time was that when the brains were out tbe 
man would die. 

[It often happens fhat Editors permit themselves to be bored 
-into the publication of the silly productions' o! scribblers and tag- 
gers of rhyme, from intimacy with the authors, or from that kiud 
ot tender feeling which will not allow them to undeceive tbe 
witling, who has *>ecome unfortunately possessed of a notion th^t ^ 
be is a genius. It is principally from these causes that we Kome- ' 
times find a column of our best conducted Journals disgraced willi 
.trashy which disgusts hs readers, and lowers the public opiniooof 
the judgment aiid talents of its Editor, 

We acknowledge it just to hold the Editor responsible for tboto 
deviations Irom a correct taste, which^ in the cases alluded to by 
our communicant are too obvious, yet it can never be that a few 
grains of nonsense, which accident, or carelessness, has admitted 
into the scale, should be allowed to weigh against a reputation for 
genius «nd talents Ipng established. The authors of such stuff «« 
that furnished by the Boston Bard, however willing we are to ex- 
cose the publisher, we consider lair game, and in this spirit tbe 
Balance has dealt out such a dose of ridicule, in tbe followiog 
lines, as it Is hoped will e^ectually cure biip of i bymlog.} 
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roj ill-fortune. By a circuitous route^ I arrived 
safely at Westchester^ Pennsylvania, and my first 
appearance in tFiat village has lately been de- 
scribed by the editor of the" Recordy^ Charles 
Miner, Esq. in the following humorous man- 
ner : 

Extvaeifvom the ViVage Record, JUigust ii, 1824* 

WHO IS HE ? 

It was noon , on one of the most sultry days 
in July, 1819, that a fair faced stranger pre- 
sented himself at our office door, leaned against 
the door post half a minute, and then said— but 
it is, as yet, no matter what he said, or how he 
said it ; let us in the first place describe him. 
His face was fair, and there was but a light 
down on his chin in the place of a beard; his 
face was nearly round ; the features were well 
enough proportioned — ^rather handsome than 
otherwise ; but there was little expression in 
his' countenance more than you could find in a 
regiment, were you to examine them as the 
roll is called, except that his Ijght blue eye 
twinkled with vivacity. On his neck was no 
handkerchief, and his shirt collar was open, 
showing a white skin except where a little em- 
browned by the sun, air, and dust. A light 
grey was his outer coat, which had been new 
when a different fashion prevailed, although 
that assertion does not, of itself, prove it to 
have been very old. The trowsers were of 
tow, or cotton bagging — ^Whether stockings 
covered his feet i^ a subject oi idoubt, but it 



499^f 
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IS certain that the shoes brought by the Gib- 
eonites to deceive Joshua could not have been 
more worn. In height the stranger was about 
five feet six inches, plump and round in form, i 
and although comely but rather effeminate, on ' 
one side of his head his hat was worn in that ■ 
sort of care-for-nothing way, that would lead ^ 
you to ask — what independent feeling fellow 
is that ? " Is this the office of the Village Re- 
cord,'' enquired he, in accents somewhat pe- 
culiar, and which shewed that he was from a 
distant neighbourhood, and few who had ever, 
been in New-England would have hesitated a 
moment to guess that he was a yankee. 

' I have had a plaguy long w alk, and a fool- 
ish one too' — said he, ^ for I set out to come 
here, and the first I knew I had got to Old 
Chester, and then I was almost as far from 
Westchester as I was when I left Philadelphia.' 
There was an artlessness — a simplicity about 
the man, that awakened kind feelings towards 
him, and I am not sure that the Yankee tang 
upon his tongue^ did not, like sounds familiar 
in childhood, make something in his favour.-^ 
He was evidently poor — yet there was nothiog 
of solicitation in his looks — so far otherwise, 
besides the cock of his hat, there was that in 
his air which said as distinctly as an air could 

speak — ' I care not a for any body.' He 

had come lo find the Village Record office, old 
Robert the scribe, or John Harwood. * He 
cannot, surely, be an ordinary journeyman 
printer,' thought I, for such an one would cer- ! 
tainly have known, or at least enquired, where 
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the Record waos printed, and not have mifijtaken 
Chester for Westchester. ' And (his is Mr. Mi- 
ner, rpuppose,* said he carelessly. * ft is mV 
name sir,' said 1. ^and who may it be that asks r 
• You have heard of the Bostow Bard I 'spbse^ 
said he. * Certainly, often, and with pleasure.* 
This was our first personal knowledge of that 
eccentric child of genius and misfortune.*^ 
Where is he now ? 

TO MY FRIXND EPHRAIM BROOKE ITS, RCSIDERT Iff WBSTCBBSTEBf 

(pa.) near the Banks of tqe BRAffovwiffBt iff reply to 

A late <IUERY, ** WHERE IS BE ^** 

Friend Brookens— Your kind inquiries after 
the " fair-faced stranger" who visited and tar- 
ried under your erer hospitable roof, some 
time, in the year 1819, has at length met his 
eyi| and afforded his heart a pleasure which 
he thought never more to enjoy ; for, although 
he could not for a moment doubt the sinceri- 
ty of your friendly professions towards him, 
yet the multiplicity of business, and an anxious 
solicitude for the future welfare of a numerous 
family, might, for awhile, nay, perhaps forever, 
obliterate from the memory of even Ephraim 
Brookens, the. features and misfortunes of the 
»* stranger." I have been mistaken ; joyfully 
mistaken ; and he will pardon the unjust sus- 
picion that such could have been the Cdse. 

The ^^strangerV pilgrimage, since I821-'22 
lias been marked by various vicissitudes, with 
some of which his friend is acquainted ; but 
of recent disappointments, bereavements and 
iQiseries, he most probably remains ignorant j 



102 THB LIFE OF 

end be it 80---*fbr the heart of Ephf aim Brook* 
ens can feel as poignantly the sufierings of an« 
other as if those sufferings were its own, andl 
the *' stranger" would never wittingly give it a 
pang of sorrow. No : may he always enjoj 
that best of earthly blessings, connubial hap- 
piness, and never feel that he has cherished a 
viper in his bosom that may hereafter convey 
a fatal poison to his heart I Atas, that the 
^ stranger^' ever strayed from the dwelling of 
his friend ! Fatal propensity to change ! But 
it is useless to mourn, and unmaply and un-^j 
christianlike to despair ; indeed to despair,^ 
possessing the friendship of Ephraim Brook-^ 
ens, is impossible. 

But to answer the inquiry, " Where is he 
now ?'* My friend has heard of, perhaps^een^ 
the majestic river Hudson ; on this river, aoout 
forty-five miles frem the city of New-York, is 
a thriving and populous village, situated in the 
county of Westchester, the name of which he 
may chance to discover somewhere in the 
journal on whose pages this letter will be 
found ; in that village the ''^itranger*' at present 
resides, and where he will always be happy 
to hear from his friend, either by letter or the 
*' Record^ Be so ^ood as to remember me t» 
old John Harwood^ and his family, and tell him 
if the " stranger" ever comes within twenty 
miles of his dwelling, his shoes will be more 
worn than those of the Gibeonites who came to 
deceive Joshua, if he does not lengthen his 
iourney, and walk in at his door without] 
|;Qocking» \ 
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TO JOHN HARWOOD, Esq. 



WE6TCHB6TER, (PA») 



Friend Harttood. I wish that I ne? er bad ttrajed. 

One ttpp fronrtby lone little cot ; 
Hoif blest bad 1 lieeii it' tvith thee 1 bad stayed* 

And neTtr thy precepts forgpt.' 

At thy old **OAKEN table/* so antrqiie and lieatjr 
With good and enough always crovrned. 

How I joyed by thy side ever nearest to sitt 
While tbj little oaes boyered around. 

Thy Letitia 9o good, io devoid ofall arf, 

Ou her brow ne'er a frown did I see ; 
Her smile was a welcome, and fiell ou the heart. 

Like the sun's early light on the sea. 

But my heart was inconstant and never had knows 

Of affection or friendship the worth ; 
My breast was a garden with weeds orergrown* 

Where the flower- seed decayed In the earth. 

Yet I said, — ** On this spot, if the weeds were away. 

The flowerets of fancy might bloom ; 
'Neath the sunshine of fortune these weeds would deeay* 

And the place of theu- birth be tbeir tomb. 

But how Tain was the thought ! for the taieiM of the dearth 

The storms of affliction mnst blight. 
Ere the cunsbine of virtue its warmth can impart. 

And the flowers of the soul spring to light. 

Farewell to thee, Harwood f — but never forget, 

When the shadows of eve steal along, 
The minstrel who used at thy winduw*" to sit. 

And cbant to the village his song. 



CoDtainiDg bat three panes of glasSi 
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The following poem was first publishcfd^ 
the ^^Rceord^'^ and met with very general apRtog 

bation : i 



TO MY MOTHER. 



Ob, thou upon whose bosom dear 

IVl J iiifaot head i^epesed-^- 
Ob, thou- whose Irps with kiss siuceni 

My weary eye-lids closed; 
Tliough oft the risen sun has set 

Since last I naet Ihj view. 
Ah, never can my heart forget, ■ 

What tc^y loye is due. 

Think not, my mother, I ca» cease i 

To love my home and thee ; 
Think not my hours are hours ofpeace^ j 

Like those of infancy ; i 

Alas! those monsents sweet are gone*^ , 

Those halcyon hours are fled ; 
And on the world's cold heart alone 

I bosom now my head I 

Mother, there are who'll heedless saf^ 

The muse is weak or wrong. 
To chant to thee ar simple lay,—* 

A rude and rustic song ; 
They'll say I court a baby muse^ 

And wake an idle strain, 
And will to hear my song refuse. 

With proud and cold disdain : 



And be it so. — If gratitude 

For kind maternal care 
Blay be to childish joy construed. 

Or seem an idle prayer, — 
Then take, O, God! this manly heart 

Thou plantedst in my breast ; 
Take, take it hence, and one imparl' 

WUb €hiUkshfetling$b^e9l^ 2 
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r Several other original poems of my muse 
ire re at this time published in the " Record j'^ 
among ^hich were, DonU believe it^ Jo^ Better 

JYy/t^ One Glass More^ White Mountain Rose^ and 

"WHO IS MY FRIEND?" 

. Not the vile wretch whose sordid mind 
The slavish chains of ayarice bind ; 
Whose stooping soul no pleasure knows, 
Save what the dirty ore bestows. 

^ot him who ploughs the •cean wave, 
xlis fellow- beings to enslave ; 
Who cannot make e'en want a plea 
For one lone act of cruelty. 

I Notbiin who Jigbt and knowledji^e spurns^ 

And to the gloom of ignorance turns ; 
I Who dares his Maker's w rath defy , 

In impotence ot blasphemy. 

He is my friend— the iriend f love. 
Who rhe reverse ol'the^e shall prove, 
Who luvcs his God — whose liberal mind 
Can feet lor me and ail mankind. 

I worked in the ^^ Record^'* oflSce several 
weeks, until attacked hy typhus fever, which 
Wought me to the very portals of eternity ; the 
good people of this village treated me with 
great humanity, and the ^'JVew England Society^^ 
of Philadelphia, of which I was a member, sent 
me twenty-five dollars ; and here permit me 
to remark, that in all my peregrinations in 
Pennsylvania, I uniformly received the most 
hospitable treatment from that class of society 
generally denominated Quakers ; and in my J 

opinion the world would be much better were \ 

it peopled altogether with as kind and charita^ 



\ 
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tAe inhabitants aa are to be found among th 
friends and followers of William Penn. — ^T 
Charles Miner, Esq. I tender my warnaes 
thanks for repeated marks of kindness, bof 
when in his service, and when ^^far awa," an 
it would afford me great pleasure to take 
♦* cup of kindness" with him ^* for auld Ian 
syne :" none who ever knew '^^Poor Robert^ t 
Scribe^^'* Can forget bis good-natured features; 
and those who do not know him, may regret 
their ignorance as something of a misfortune— 
for truly they will never meet with a better 
man. 

With my gun, pencil and paper, I frequent- 
ly roamed along the banks of the Brandytuine^ 
from sunrise until sunset ; and at this time, I 
believe I felt something like happiness — to say 
the least, 1 was not altogether miserable. One 
afternoon I determined to take a ride; my 
companion was lame, his leg being contractea 
by rheumatism ; w# went as far as Downings* 
town^ refreshed ourselves and horses, and then 
set out for home again ; in attempting to ford 
the river, which had been swollen by late 
rains, the horse sprung /rom the gig and threw 
us both into the water ; I had been driving and 
still held on to the reins, while my companion 
clung fast to my shoulders; however, the 
horse brought us both to land, while the gig 
floated a considerable distance down the 
stream ; it was cold weather, and we Were 
obliged to walk seven miles in our wet gar- 
ments after night-fall ! This was not a time 
for poetical ideas, but there arose in my 
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boughts similar to those contained in the 
erses following : 

Tiie baicH who sang the Brandy wilier 

Imranrtulized by VTayne, 
I» lurii hath been iismortalized, 

Immortaiized bis strain ; 
For sure his muse can ne'er behind 

HiK brother poets loiter, 
Tiiat^ been baptized, as hath been mine* 

In Brandy wine and mater ! 

Soon after this accidlent I returned to Pbila* 
Jelphia,* and wrote for the ^^Independent Ba-^ 
hnce^'* conducted by Mr. G. Helmbold ; this 
was a satirical paper, and did not suit my taste 
by any means ; but as I receired good wages, 
I endeavoured to content myself with my situ- 
ation ; in verity, Mr.H. proved as kind a friend 
as ever 1 possessed ; it is true, he had faultSt 
but they ^^Uan ?</ to virtue'^s side /' — peace to his 
ashes ! — -My productions not unfrequently fill- 
ed whole pages of the ** Bahnce^^ all having 
dijfferent signatures ;— the dandies were my 
forte, and I lashed them without mercy ; they 
threatened to dirk me, and I answered their 
iheir threats only by lampooning them still 

* It wa« at tlii4 period tbat I forwarded by Captain Hectoh 
Coffin, comnaander of the ship Telegraphy a volume of my poem» 
to England as a present for Sir Isaac Co^fi!7, a- loember of the 
British Parliament, allhoogh by birth an Aiaerican. The volume 
was sent from Liverpool by mail, which as.I have been informed, 
ncited the anger of the American Englishman, on account of 

Ke necessity he was under of paying the small sum demanded 
r its conveyance. — I must crave pardon of the generous old 
i^miral for this time ; and be may rest assured, tbat if I outlive 
|m, he shall have an epitaph or an elegy wbich shalKseuddowa 
remotest posterity, in the most sublime strains of poesy, hi$ 
yry and /am^, as remuneration for the expense wbicb 1 bare 
losi anwittiogly been the cause of his lacorriDg I 
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more unmerciful] j. Among the numeroii 
poems written by me for the " Bahnce,'^^ I n| 
collect the following, viz. ji Dandy^s — whJal^^ 
The Dying American Tar^ Pirate's Gravcy 
mark him on the shattered mast^ Rest thou on tl 
bosom dearest^ To John Harwood^ WiUiam Pi 
To the Officers of the U. S. JVavy, The FalUf 
Star J and 

STANZAS 

ON THE DEATH OF COMMODORE PERRY. ^ 

The hero of Erie bath gone to his rest* 

ReiiowDed on the pages of story ; 
And the sun of* bis tame that arose in the west. 

If atb set in the blaze of bis gtory. 

No more shall the billow of Erie's dark shores, J 

As it rolls in the silence uf sadness, , j 

Re-echo the words — ^^ffehave met; they are ours /" j 
Inspiring the freeman witti gladness. ; 

Ko more shall the friend of bis bosom heboid ^ 

The lord of her love and her spirit : 
But sheMI Hod iu the heart of his country enrolTd 
His courage, his zeal, and bis merit. 

The stratigor was kind, and Perry was blest. 

For friendship made smooth the rough pillow ; • 

He breathed but one sigh, it was breathed to the fres^ 
And the breeze bore it safe o*er the billow. 

The hero of Erie is sleeping afar— j 

Columbia, he's lost to thee 'ever ; 
The spirit that walked on the whirlwind of vrar. 

Returns to thee ne?er-*oh, neirer ! 

Farewell to the hero of Erie's dark shores ; 1 

Columbia, his valor remember ; \ 

Engrave on bis tomb—" ffe have hut ; they vrt tUfli 
And hallow the mouth of September. 



y 
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[ Some af my readers will here expect a detail 
rf important events which bcfel me at this 
|[eriod of life ; bat I am sorry to inform them, 
^at the most interesting eveot, and that too 
irhich involves all the rest, must be omitted, 
knd remain for a future historian to declare ; 
! shall suffer in character, as I liave already, 
ly this determination; but I bad rather con« 
inae to suffer, than by acting reversely, giv'fe 
me moment^s uneasiness, to a heart naturally 
j^enerous and affectionate. 



** pnr youDg afiecttoos ntn to waste* 



Like irateron the desert sasd."' 



# # # # 



It is absolutely one of the greatest of misk 
^rtanes,to know the world so thoroughly, in 
fearly life, as to become heart-^sick of it before 
We have scarcely tasted the little good it pos- 
sesses \ — To wander up and down the beauti^' 
fol earth, without finding a single iflowcii worth 
fathering — to be told of the grandeur, order, 
Bind excellency of a universe, without a single ' 
Irish to look into the merits of the same — t^ 
listen to the harmony of nature, when there is 
bo music in one's self, — ^surely such feelings 
constitute the dreadful ingredients of madness 
■^the food of distraction, the poison of the 
ipirit. But a proud and manly heart cannot 
easily be broken ; it may be wounded, but it 
jivill heal agam, although a scar may remain, 
even after life becomes extinct. However, 
the very easiest and most effectual cur* (or 

10 
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trouble and ffrief is— ♦^ EMPLoniEin'.^' Yet^ do 
what we will— possess wbat we will, still we 
«re never contented : 

Uohappy if we ilo not lore, 

Unhappier it ire do, 
CTer bill and dale of life we rove, 

Nor trae couteptmeiit know. 

After the death of Mr. Helmbold,* I was 
Ibr some time out of business, and should have 
eufiered severely from the evils of poverty, 
liad it not been for repeated acts of kindness 
afforded me by a gentleman of JSTew-Yorkf 
whose generosity was unlimited ; he has as- 
sisted me more, from tirtie to time, than any 
other friend whatever ; his power to do good 
is extensive, and his will is as great as his 
^ower ; — ^may the bread he has bo liberally 
5 cast upon the waters,'^ return to his hani 
with a ten-fold increase : 

^ Sometime previous to this melaneboly event, deatli pregeoted ^ 
htmselt' to me also, id all tiis terrors : I iras Oshiog frotii the plat- 
form of tlie Floating Bath House, anchored off* in the Delavrare, 
directly opposite the city of Philadelphia, when my feet Siip{^o$, 
1 fell into the water ; the tide ran with great impetnosity, ^nd I 
was swept ufidemeath the floor ; the water nearly reached tb^; 
fioorins* and f gave myself up as lost*— but as I arose, and was 
whirled about i>y the con Oicting currents underneath, I felt my 
hand grasp a piece of woorf, which was stationary ; it was a slat 
t^f one of tiie baths ; 1 held on and kept my head a liitle above 
water, knocking with my ether band against the flooring above, 
untiL I made the persons in the Bath House hear me ; an old 
gian, (God bless him !) by the name of Robbins, jumped down 
into the bath opposite me^I gave him one hand, still holding on 
with the other, while be, with an axe, cut, or knocked away the 
slats under water, when I emerged from the liquid element, to tlie 
utter astonishmetit of every one who was acquainted with ti>e 
great danger of my situation. I do not think it is so eas^ a thing 
|b die, as some persops would en^^avQur to persuade themselv^ 
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** When wealth to nteh a roan is giveo, 
It blesses like (be deirs ol* Hea?eo/' 

I should oficnd him, were I to mention bi$ 
)&me ; but it is written where death alone can 
obliterate it-— on my heart. After this gentle* 
ban had*sailed forHavanna and New-Orleans^ 
[ was very much distressed ; so much so as to 
lie necessitated to solicit a passage to New^ 
ifork, gratis^ which favour I had the good for« 
tone to obtain. 

, On arriving in the city of South Gotham, I 
called upon Mr. Alexander Ming, in wluM^ 
pmplcfy I had been, three years before ; he 
told noe that business with him was very duU^ 
|hat he could piot afibrd to give me much^ bat 
that as long as he h«id a house over his owb 
bead, I was welcome to food and shelter undet 
its roof. I accepted his ofler with gratitude^ 
and tarried with him two or three years. Mi; 
Mma himself always treated me with the utm 
most kindness, and although somewhat eccen* 
trie in certain ideas, be is nevertheless a good 
^id an amiable man. A literary publication 
Vas issued from Mr. M^s office, of which he 
Was the editor ; and in this paper originally 
appeared the following articles, viz%<*<- 

JVeW' England^ Lovers To-night and To^morrota^ 
Washtngtoy!*s Dirge^ Sonnet^ Wreck ofJLove^ The 
Half-Juast Flag^ Stanzas to a little blind GirU De 
Witt Clinton^ ^obvar^ To my brother Red MEK9 
The ' Villain^ Man^ Cariwright^s Musical Glasses^ 
On Byron'* s joining the Greek army^ Sacred to the 
memory of Mrs, Elizabeth Moore, The- Skip 0/ 
Heaven^ JVew^York, Sacred to the memory of Miss 
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Matv Tyrdl^ Christmas Ode^ Saihr^ ikere^s hom^ 
for tkee^ Propitious blow the atdumn gales^ irc» Oh 
would that on spme desert Isle^ . Bbghted Flat&er^ 
JImericdn Tar^ Sacred Melody^ To n^ Miise^ Sa- \ 
Cred Melody. Answer to an insult^ To Elia^ To 

the dog Ponto, To , To Ella^ Female bosons \ 

Last Ji^lmstrel^ Mrs. Enitvistle^ Return, of the Citi^ ^ 
if ens ^ Sacred to the rmrnory of R. R. Coffin^ Things 1 
I cannot bear^ To her who will understand it^ To 
a Mouse J Stanzas on the birth of Bumsy General 
Challenge^ Gallic Star^ Ireland^ Jubilee of Deaths \ 
On a mamTnoth JSTose^ Philosophy and Winter^ To 
Mr. Wallaek^ Song of the Greeks^ Spain^ To my ; 
dtf Coaty To my Mother ^ TTiings Tlbve^ Trebk ] 
ftemSf Tribute to the memory of Lieut: W. B Cot^* 
Wifne and Chance^ Yankee and the diving drmn-^^^^ 
mid the follawing stanzas addressed to Hrf 
physician, Dr- George W.Chapmak, of New- ■ 
iMfe, a gentleman by whose skill I was placked^ i 
ftom the verge of the grave, and to whose ha- 
nisinity many beside myself are indebted for 
life atid health : 

My soni waR late a helmtesB barque, 
Upon a stormy sea : 

Reasoo had ficd—ao/Mone and dark 

Lite's ocean, broad to me : • 

' , 'On error's slioate my harqiie had l>eat — 

6ix>ft:e o'er ber d<>ok the wave j 
Ah, then what star my eye ahoiild greet—. ^ 

What friendly lifeboat save ? 

Ab« then what voiee amid the steroiv 

Like cberab-cbeerings came, 
And hade depart the fiend^like form 

That oreed to dea^H^to shame ? -j 

That bade to bell 4he spirit fly, | 

To 8han the waves of wo ; - 

4>id dare the gatberii^ Wrath on h%b^ 

To 'scape the atormi below .^ 
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^Ttras tbon, my friend, who ^midst the glOOO 
Like mercy's bleatiteous tiQw, 

. Arcb*d o*er tbe coutrite sioDer*s tomb» 
This tempest luird of vro ( — 
Taught, taught my 'Inexpertenced eye' 

The shoals of nfe to scan >* 
Aad^pointing to a elondless sky— 
. Cried, ^ Lire-Huid lire a mbmji !'* 

^ Ob, maf the breeze that speeds tbj bailJiMi^ 
Like Bdeo*s sepbyrs be ; 
Thy iky serene^ as when the lark 

Chants bis sweet melody ; 
And when the dream of life is o^er^ 
May kogels reniid tfaee wait, 
/ " And bear thee to that blissful sbore» / 
Where faith shall conquer late. 

The foil GMT in ff stanzas were compowd Q|^ 
lite eialamns of tie ^^JVew-York Statesvush^m^ 
If bich journal many of my prodocti#nd al tl||f 
ffypc were inserted : 

THE WRECK OP LOVE. 

Lovers barqde was lanocbed on ii|>tere*s 

in beaaty's sunniest day ; 
And fearless on. In conscious pride. 

She plotted her Joyous way :-*- 
The breese ol bliss her snowy saih 

All soflt and silent swelled ; 
O^er dimpled seas, with gentlest gales^ . 

Hei^areless course she held. 

' ^oy seized the helm ;--bis wild commaoiilr 

The pilot, pleasure, Ra? e. 
The barque to steer to fairy lands. 

Where wisdom's folIy*s slatre. 
Aod o*er the glassy surface now 
With heedlMS haste she flies ; 
^ While hope sits smiling on the prow. 
At hood-wiiiked wisdom's eyes. 

L But, bark! along the deep has spel 

The hollow dirge of wo ; 
i Joy drops the helm— and hope bas M^. 

Fale pleasure shrinks below* 
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fc » ' • • 

Wliwe irt thoo lo?e f — Tbe biiloirs roir 

Above tbjr feneTK deck ; 
Love iraket upon diffraction's shor«-*- 

Sbttie*f vortei 'gul^s the wreck ! 

The ibllowing poem was written io a pait 
ter^s RMret, and was first published in the Phi 
Ittdeiphia Umaih a dailj newspaper. 

THE RUINED FLOWER. 



fti stem was broke.-o^tlie 

Passed rudelj o'er its ilondar bead ; 
It irltberecl, drooped4 aad dile&t pieed« 

Till all its hues aod fragnoee fled : 
Tbe cbtUini^ frost of ef^oUig's bour • 
bboae coJdJy ou tve djiog flower* 

Iiooe witbered flower ! percbaace tb6floeii(|. 

That met thee Iq -thj daj of youth, 
May be inscribed upon my^ tomb. 

Too deep for time to btot its truth; 
Aud tears, too into by sorrow shed* 
Itfay freese and glisten o'er my bead. 

And better this ray ftte should-be* 
Than stab confiding fiitiie's breast ;[ 

Better to lire in misery<-*- 
Better to die by lo?e unblest. 

Than build the hope of future fame, 

On beauty's wreck-^on woman^s shane^ 



MRS. HOLMAN. 



Minstrel of Eaitfo, aHled to Heafei I 

Encbantress of the tool, 
7o whom the blessed power isgifeK 

Man's poessions to control ; 
Accept the ofieriog of a muse 

Unskilled in classic lore ; 
Nor with contempt the lay refuse 

A wandering bftrd may pour. 



f. 
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Tbe Ijre tlifttiiow b w^ept for tbcea 

And fain ironid greet thine car/ 
Knows not the strain of flattery, 

To tbllyUiDioiofisiIear; ^ 

The hand (hat sweeps its cords a)oog» 

Though Boae perlmps to rode^ 
Hath never wove an idle soog, 

To be for pride tbeibod. 

Thy voice m; raphired earfaitb inct, 

A 0(1 stUl in iiA;;ering there ; 
Nor eao my smil those ootes forget 

Ttukt ehaioef) the fiend despair ; 
That drove each sorroir Ti'om atj i^reast^ 

The world Jkod ail Its woea ; 
That gave tc^ vreary fife a oest— 

A IrottbUd sool repose* 

And if .wbeo death iritb ley bafid» 

The purple flood eoogeats*- 
Whea still the pulse oCaatiire stands. 

And stops of life the wheels ; 
If thou hot breathe the hallowed strain 

Of peace by mercy given ; 
My^ubting son! would lingering stand* ^ 

N or know its eeurse to heaven* 



In November, 1823, I published a literary 
paper, in a quarto form, entitled the " MenidS 
Museum^'^^ from which the following articles' 
are extracted ; who *'Geordie*' was^ will be 
known by almost all the lovers of music and 
painting in Philadelphia and New- York: <^a 
DJcrry, merry boy was he ;'' but his voice is 
Wrd no more among the sons of men ^^peace 
fe to his spirit. 

' As I ha'e much raspect, an' na sma' feeling 
I •' kindness toward Geordie^ who keeps under 
^be muckle claymore o' " Rob Roy," I stappit 
% Musei ye ken, as she was ganging by, an^ 
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g^'einj; her a Highland gill, she ga'<5 mfi tte 
wee bit sang here in print 

HAND, HAND US, W>T, lici 

Haad, band us, boy, tbat bowl ofviacH^ 

Lot's batiisli care and sorrotr ; 
The light of frioodsbipVsuu divine 

Shall ^ild eacb comiiig morrow ; 
Then let us drink— band, band us, boy. 

The deep iwfathoin'd bowl ; 
Here's to our bost<-^ere'8 to "Rob Roy/* 

To you, you, you-^the whole 1 

* . 

Pbur, pour— tbc red libation pour. 

Although the naoon is blinlcinc ; 
Met light shall rrieodsbip's sarile restore^ 

Thou£,h she to earth were sinking : 
Then let. us drink-^hiind, hand us, boy. 

The deep ttUtathom'd bowl ; ! 

Here's to our host— here's to ••Rob Roy,*» 

To you, you, you— the whole. ' * 

To nrigbt, to night let's merry be— ' 

Though time is from us stealing ; 
And though his snows he bids us se^ 

They'll chill no generous feeling : 
Th«Q let us drink— hand, band us, boj. 

The deep unfathom'd bowl; 
Here's to our host^here's to "Rob BttfJ* 

To you, you, you— the whole. 



^fe, life is on its rapid flight^ 
And when death seals the letter* 

Hiesteharity her lamp shall ligbU 
And ope it in a better : 

Then let us drink— hand, band 09, boy. 

, The deep unfathom'd bowl ; 

Here's to our host— here's to "Rob RoyJ^ 
Toyoo, you, you— the irholo. 
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FBOM THE, aiBNTAL MVSSUM* 

ml 

ADVENTURES OF A SOIJIG. 

An unforturiate National Song, (written about 
(bur ;|^ears ago, bj the present editor of this 
gaper), begianiug, 



4v 



Whwi Freedom 'uiid the batt'c storm,'* 



the editors of the Philadelphia Saturday Eve- 
ning Post request their readers to peruise-^ 
^twice,^^ Why? They have, probably, disco- 
vered what the author knew longjigo, namely: 
tiiat part of the song, as it has been hereto* 
fore published, is sheer nonsense ! Therefore 
that the patrons and correspondents of the 
foBi may not exhaust too much time in endea- 
Touriug to find where the fault lays, and that 
^*hey may not be necessitated to read the song 
^nore than '-^iwice^^ we have taken the trouble 
to alter and amend it, and insert it in the Mu- 
seum. We know not any poem of the present 
day, which has met with so many untoward 
accidents, and " hair-breadth escapes" as this. 
It was first bleated by a lannh^ in Vauxhall Gar- 
den, Philadelphia, being first set to music by a 
person who seemed determined to hetv-it iu 
pieces^ it then travelled from ^^ Dan to Beer- 
sheba,'' and back to Dan again ; after two or 
three years' repose, it found its way into the 
J^etnocratic Press, to the tune of" Knight Er* 
jont^^ by some " errant knave,'' who sent it to 
the editor as original for the Press; it next 
^as noticed and parodied in the Mirror, a 
literary work, published in this city,^and edited 
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Vjr SMDQel WoodHTdrtb, Esq.; but previoui to 
this, it was made to jingk by noievand alter* 
\Tard8 published by a bookseller, iq New* 
iTork. Its first appearance this year has beea 
m the Philadelphia Saturday Evenmg Post ; 
its second, and, we hope, la^ appearance ia a 
newspaper, is in, the Mental Museqm.<Mlfan^ 
persons inquire why the corrections were not 
made before, they are very good«nati]re4iy 
informed that it is "none of their business,'* - 

TVNE^[noty*KHigfU Errant.'* ^ 

When Freedom midst ike battle-storm 

Her ireary head reciined; 
When round tier jlalr» majestic form, 

Oppression fain liad twined ; 
Amidst the dia^beneatb tlie cloud 

Great WASHistOTOif appeared : 
Bis daring baud rolled l^ck the sliroud 

And thus the fiufferer cheered : 

Spnrn* spurn despair ! Be great, be free i 

With giant strength arise ; 
Stretch, stretch thy pinions, Liberty^ 

Thy flag plant in the skies ! 
Clothe, clothe thyself in glory's robe. 
Let stars thy banner gem ; 
/ Rule, rule the sea— possess the globe-^ 

"^ Wear victory's diadem : 

Go, tell the world a world is born— 

Another orb gives light ; 
Another sun illumes the morn— 

Another star the night ♦ 
Be just— be brave !— and let thy name 
Henceforth Columbia be ; 
q Wear, v^iear the oaken wreath, of ftme« 

g The wreath of Liberty ! 

He said-^and, lo ! the stars of night * 

Forth to her banner flew ; 
And morn with pencil dipt in light, 

Ber blushes oo it drew*— 
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ColttOibi^'is diiefUin seized (be prte^ 

(Alt glorionsly uatarled,) 
VUsw with it to his native skietf 

And ir^ved It o*er the world ! 



' PBOai THE SAHfi. 

OSTENTATIOUS CHARITY. 

— — — •• The pooB ye have alwayg with yoo^** 

^ I satr the poor mm at the gate 

Of ostentatious charity— 
Bowed down beoeath the heavy weight 

Of helplen age and misery : 
lie a!«ked ibttt oue poor crust of bread—' 
Aside the miser turned bis bead. 

1 saw the poor man go bis way — 
Another son of earth drew nigh ; 

And he was robed ia pride*s anay. 
And impudence was in bis eye ; 

He had to India's shores a *' Call ;*' 

The miser sigh'd but gave him all. 

I saw the miser's sculptured vase, 
Inscrifbed with love- deeds thickly o*er ; 

And on the massive golden base 

Was graved, The patron qf the poor i 

The thunders rolled, the lightuings flash'dy 

To earth the miser's urn was dash*d. 

The graves were opened, and the dead 
Jehovah bade to Judgmeut rise ; 

The earth and sea together fled. 

And passed away the affrighted skies : 

The poor man and the miser stood 

Betbre the eternal tbrone of God. 

m 

What dost thou here ? Jehovah cried— 

Thy ostentatious charity 
Availeth not — I knew thy pridet 

The cause of thy humanity ; 
To strangers thou thy wealth didst gife.- 
9%iat after thee thy name should live^ ' 
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Bfodfl of tby blood, that at thy gate 
For cue, bat one poor nlorset crtetf , 

Him thy protid soul did pfotirlly hate, 
His age aad poverty deride : 

]My Gospel — said the eternal God* 

My Go.<peI;ibott wojiJdst spread in bloiMl. 

Thy brother perished that thy name 
Should Ions; on earth hi spleitdotir shine—' 

That on a scroll shdsdd 1ir<: thy fanse, I 

And thou becciiK.I a <*hild of mine ! 

) know thee not— to darl^ness hie— ' 

Ayaiteth not thy i barity. 

Oil. thou wIkt send^st thy 'wealth abi^ftd 

Unto the distant hBath«»n sftore, i 

*Ti8 unaccepted by thy God, | 

If thou liie beggar at thy door '■ 

Deny — ^aJthough a wretckm be, | 

That which sustains mortality ! 

j 

FftOM THE 8AA1E. 

i 

The following stanzas were addressed to] 

my friend Mr. T , one of the editors of the! 

JN'ewYork Daily Advertiser ; he is among those] 
who have been kinder to me than 1 jhave 

sometimes been to myself: ! 

* 

Accept* my friend, the grateful lay 

A broken harp may p6nr; 
A harp wftosK breuthiuis soon for aye 

Must ceave — be hejird no more S ; 

Fj>r the cold band of penury long 

Hath rudely swept the strings ; 
An(rmi'jrry interrupts the song. 

And clips the AJ use's wings. 

Anotlitr year \ The minstrers name. 
Perchance, shall be forgot ; 

And those who praise, and those who blame j 

May seek— but find him not : 
The storm may rage— the frost severe 

May faH upon his bed ; 
His heart shah feel no chilling fear, 

His eye no teardrop shed. 
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Eartb*i breast is eoM-^biit eMet y€t 

The frail, the faitbless heart. 
That can its sacred tows tbi^;et. 

From honor, truth depart ! 
^nd rolder^still the TiHafn*8 smile 

That coiirts but to annoy ;' 
That welcomes only to l>egmle«*» 

To bUghU to blast, destroy. 

Bat thou, my friend* forever fctod« 

(Xhoagh error lead the Mnse) 
Though not unto ray follies bliodt 

Yet wilHng to ezcuse— 
Accept, accept the grateful lay 

A rbrolceQ harp may pour ; 
A harp whose breathings sood for «ye 

Must cease^^e heard no more* 

FROM THE SAME* 

STANZAS. 

A rock's rnde brovr his dvrelling place^ 

That oyerlooked the gea ; 
Undaunted valor on his face 

Sat in dread ma^festy ; 
And ,his stern eye defiance bold 
Looked on each Watre that round him roIIeBi 

Beneath his throne, above the irorld 

Of waters, woman rose ; 
He saw her — and the bolt bad hurled—^ 

For he had lost repose ; 
But lo ! the shatl anheeded fell*^ 
Thb' strong his arm, more strong her spetl;: 

Down from his clOud-capp^d seat be letpti 

Repelled th* invading wave. 
Gained her light skiff— a coward, wept-» . 

Nor felt himself a slave, 
Till cords-^too frail for summer's Wind,. 

Around his heart-^his spirit twined. 

> 

He burst the cords— he braved the siirg^ 

His rocky throne in view } 
Bat never reached the lofty verge 

Wliere happiness he knew : 
The skiff was gone — the fairy fled-^* 
His peace was wrecked — his hopes are ieff^ 

li 
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/ FROai THB 8AMB. 

TO MY MOinifiR. 

What sball I bear tbee, tiother dear, 
VTben tby embrace ajgain I greet. 
And feel upou vaj cbeek the tear 
Tbat flows when ebild aad parent meet ? 

Wbat shall I bear tbee ?— Wealth and laiB^ 
Or sems tbat gr^w beneath the wave ? 
Gold baTe I not ; and i^lory's flame 
HaUi seldom shone baton the grare t 

Nor wealth, nor fame, nor gems to thee» 
My mother, will thy ofl&priog bear ; 
Mean sticb reward indeed would be 
For all thy 1o?e— for all thy care* 

)3nt I shall bear to thy kind breast 
Wbat heaven nor thee will e'er reject : 
A wasted form, pale sorrow^s giiestr-^ 
A broken heart — a spirit wreck'd ^ 

FEOM 1*HE $AMS* 

TO HER THAT'S « FAR AWA," 

Go, breeze, and bear the balmy sigh 

To love and beauty's shrine ; 
And softly, aji you onward fly/ 

Oh, whisper it was mine. 

* 

Ohf breathe it o'er her beauteous breast, 
And o'er her dewy lip ; 

And while tbat lip salutes Us guest. 
Do thou the oeetzr sip. 

Then on the wings of love, O haste- 
Its wajmtb, its sweets impart: -. 

And breathe it o'er the cheerless waste— 
The desert of the hear'f ! 

The following, poem is from the Philad^t 
10dB. Union ; and was written by me merelj to 
yimA up an unprofitable argument— which it 
accemplished* 
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TO "ORLANDO." 

Go to Arabians burfiiDg waste 

4iid say, *' O fertile sceoe, 
What DUm'fDus flowers tby sands bare grMe4 

How rragrant, fresh and greea !** 
Say this, bot say oot Woman's breast 

To love is always true ; 
Say not it is an angel's rest. 

Most ebaste and loTely too. 



Go to the tend pest- troubled deep, 

And say^ with tearful eye« 
** On thy proud wa^es I fain would sl6ep^ 

Nor ^reani of danger nigh :" 
Say this, but say not Woman's voice 

Is always soft and mild ; 
Say not it heightens ail our joys. 

And sooths misiortune's child* 

Fly to the subtle panther's arms. 

Add tell 6im be is kind ; 
Tell him he h>th an angel's charnut, 

A generous feetmg mind ! 
00, tell him this—bat say not thoa 

That Woman's heart can teel ; 
Say not she neyer broke her vow, 
-. Or stabbed where loTe«hould heal* 

Go, thou whose ooanly soul csan beod» 

And own a Woman's power ; 
Go, call thy mistresa faithful friend. 

Thou insect of an hour ! 
Sly adamantine heart, I owh« 

Can feel no joy like this ; 
" *Twas Woman changed my heart to stone** 

Yea, murdered with a kiss, 

Go^o *' Orlandp," seek repose.^ 

Within the serpent's nest ; 
And as its eye with splendour gloiTf, 

O hug it to tby breast : 
J)o this, and should it sting thy beart 

While dazsBlmg with its itbarms. 
Fear not, " Orlando,'*— do i|ot start«» 

Tby Grate is BEAUI^V'Sr arms t ^ 



^ 
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SENSIBILlTfY. ^ 

** 7e who have Uar2, prepare to sheJlihein note,*' 

* Sim, what baitt thou to do wfth me ? 

Why look upon my wo ? 
Tfay light is noiicrbt but misery — ' 

I pray tbee onward go ,- ] 

MooQ, why so lotig iu J«ar«eytng he|2ce ? 

I would not s< e tby ^ght ; 
T^ beams DO joys to me dispeDse^^-* 

Id mercy sbua my sight. 

* There was a time 1 lored to gaz^ 

Vptm titee, glorron<; «im • 
That time is tmst— I hate thy r»y^ 

Atid wish thy race was nin : 
There was a time, fair moon T whefl tlloa 

To raf*. indeed, wert dear : 
I would, indeed, it were thus now ! 

But ffuilt all light mu^t tear. 

** Blood will have bUoi /**— ob dreadful truth ? 

Ah, whither shall I (be ! ^ 
How tranqtiit wene my hours of youths- 

My hours of infaofy : 
Alas ! aiafi ! I koow my doom 

Im jost~»nor dare complaiu ; 
Ko teats Rba4l sparkle on my tomb^ 

Nor kindly showers of raiu.' 

She paused*— -I raised brr feeble head 

From off the 'rozf:n j^round « 
Th« colour came — again it fled-^ 

ffor sigo of iile was itHmtk ! 
To her col«j clierk my hps i pre^sed^ 

I fett H warmer grow ; 
I placed my faa«d upon Iter breast, 

1 tell her bosom's throe ! 

• Oh, fly a wretch I — a murderer fly !' 

My faanda are battied iu gore ; 
Sbuu, shun the spot of infamy, ' 

Nor seek to ftnd it more : 
The minjsterg oi vi^ratb pursue--** 

Here leave me to my &te ; 
Away, away l-^adieu r-«a<yeii !• 

Your friendship's shoae too late* 
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* Nay stop— aod yod my crime sball kiiow««» 

Time flies — 1 must be brief ; 
Fercbance it may asniase my wo. 

Afford my beart relief : 
Tben fttraoger, know it wasiiiy doom 

To dress my sister's bair. 
And as I mo?ed tbe mord*rous comb<-» 

Ob, borror I deatb ! despair ! 

A Kille innoeeot I found, 

Witb six dear^ pretty feet* 
It walked so slow and softly roandt 

And seemed so T^y n^at» 
-Tbat I resolved in baste to try • 

And catcb it by tbe back ; 
Wben, ob ! distracting misery i 

1 kiiied it witb ^^^^rack r 



A PICTURE. 

I knew bim weU ;<i->be was a gloomy wret<^ 
And loved to dwell alone in murky sbadeSv 
Brooding upon Ibe fancied ills of life. 
And starting at tbe view of every form 
Tbat bore a semblance of bis fellow man. 
His lips did deeply curse tbe glorioas sua 
Tbatt rising dared dispel tbe fearful sbades^ 
And draw aside tbe curtains of tbe nigbt. ^ 
To bim the beauteous moon no pleasure brougnt^^ 
Her cheering beams, her mild and soothing ligbti 
To bis dark soul, were but tbe lurid fames 
That blazon forth the depths of deepest bell. 
And when the furious storm tremendous bowle^p 
iiifVmg tbe *« foam-topt billows** to tbe heavens. 
Then would be climb some high projecting clii. 
And gaze, witb bellish joy, upon tbe wreck 
That strewed the vast and watery world below ^- 
Tet here, if in tbe momentary pause 
#f oeean's thunder, and tbe tempest's veice, 
&me shepherd's pipe, or lonely minstrel's strs|t|| 
Stole on bis ear— the sweet, melodious sounds 

Sjireering on the bosom of the storm,) 
e cursed !- and rusbiog furious to his den. 
Set loose bis tiger pasi^PP^ ^^ blasphemed 
Alike, bis fellow beings, aud his God 4 

11* 
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t(^ THE UF& OJT 

TO DEMOGRITUS * 



^ 



nr AflTTiciPATioir •r Hr» sixtieth tear; 

What though tbff robber, Tiide, has Stote 
The giistle from thy 0;arDbol$t 

A piHar stands thj boMe soul. 
Amid a irortd of brambles. 

What tbQUJgh the clay-bniithonsa of inhul 
Must soon Of hkie fall rifht d^irn, 

Tliere h no fear but thou vrilt fiud^ 
Id charity a fttght-goirii. 

What's formed of dust, to dost wiH tam— s 

Death's daily iiedermioiDg, 
Bat, Oeorg<*» the spirit will not biinit ' 

Though it must staod SL^namo, 

Whoever leads a witlitig arm 

To save a Mnkiui^ brother, 
A hand unseen bis soul shall drair 

From this world up to Totbef. 

Although' is OBaoned thy fragile barit 
With passions mnt'^noos erer, 

ft Shan notloander in the dark. 
No**— aever — never— never ! 

The world wonlddeem that mortal aad. 

Possessed of spirit evil, 
Who to the earth, because it bad 

A crack, his house should level. 

Vn who has formed thy house of fleshy 

That tf is JltfsJ^ remembers. 
And mercy ne'er thy soul will thresii 

For faults among .the timbers. 



i% 



To love my neighbour as otiyseff; 

And Uitt who made me» better—* 
To share with misery half my pelfi^ 

lb of the law the tetter. 

ff an*s a noachine of wond^rcns art ih 
Known only to itir maker , 






'fmfindent ^a^cmce/wsincedeceasedr 
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The p^odaliun is stj!€() the beaKt ^ 
The cooscieuce, reguUtor. 

WfaeoeVr the peDdnlnoi K found 
• To mak^ too quk'k transition, 
Thr rpgribiing baud goes rouuJ, 
Nor slops but at coutritioo. 

Whene'er thou dicst — or soon, or Iate> 

Still vmj tby h^art be tnerry. 
And Charou m bis bari^e ot* state, 

Sate row thee o'er the ferry. 

There, tFelenmed by the souls of those 

l«>eedrrom tbe kind of terrors, 
Slay Liethe batbe thy gouty t^es* 

And ivasb avr^y thy errors* 



In Philadelphia my ^spirits were often very 
pleasantly excited, by such Jew (Tesprits as the 
fi>llomng: . % 

FROM TBE rUOOE rAMFir. 

TO THE BOSTON BARD. 

" IM fain praise your poenH-^but tell me^ hew is'tt^ 
When I cry out 'exquisite/ Echo cries 'quiz it 7* 

dmy 9hall we copy tbe fam*d Boston Barq^ 
With one dull idea, who fabt^urs so hard. 

That much like a grindstone ia lootioq ; ^ 

No matter how fast it is turned round and^rouud^ ;i;vv^ 
UninovM Irpm its centre 'tis 5^72 to be found, 

Tbo' to start it baa BometH&f^s a notion. 

FROM THE PHILADELPHIA MAGAZIIVG» 

TO THE BOSTON BARD. 

Blest were the soags that Jadah*s daughters sttft^^ 
E'er captire Yed, by BabeiN stream they wept i 

And beareuly strains along their timbrels rnng; 
Whett Jjy^ah^g king the bolj cov^oani i^pt* 
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But v.iaeand vromeo Judah*s km^&obdaed« 

His bigb built gl<»F]r in the dust tbey laid ; 
No more bU trieodship distant monarcbs iroo' 4* 

Mao eeajied to love and God wilbdrefr hU aid. 

New England Mi5$taI^ 

TO THE NEWENGLAND MINSTREL. 

Wliere, but on wouoan's faithful breast ' ] 

^Iiould poesy's bead recluie 7 i 

Or what to life can giTe a sest -^ 



More 8weet than rosy wine ? 

Say, minstrel hast thoii nerer prored 

The power of beauty's eye ? 
NeVr loved thyKef t*. nor been belored I 

Ne*er breathed the impassiooed sigh f 

Hast thou nf^'er sippedfthe ruddy tide 

That 'Judairs khig subdued ?** 
That balm which thou would st tain deridcf^ 

By (bee to death construed 7 

Thi^n learn to love ! — yea, learn to sip 

From Bacchus* blooming bowl-; 
Moisteu i'oi- once thy thirsty lip, . 

Let Jove once warm thy soul. 

liove should on Poesy's bosom rest'-** 
^ If one, let both decay : 
Tbo' Bacchus gives the song its Best 
'Eis Venus wakes the lay. 

THE DANDY AND HIS MONH:Ey> 

PUG. 

Massa, me tick you lace so tight. 
You choke you berry appetite S 

BANDT. . 

No matter, Pug, it is, yon know* 
To starve ourselves, the fashion noW^ 
The ladies too^faeaven kless 'em all 
Bow neat, how slim, genteel and tall I 
To please 'eov gad ! Td eren try 
To shrink into nouentity. 



\ 
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P0a. 

Ah, luassa ! tink you <!at jou please 
De lailte more, de more you qiMttze ? 
Tiiik dat de womau love to ivatk 
VrUi uottihg but de bar'ey stak ? 
JNo — lubly troraan ebber swear 
She radder 'qutre wid 4)olar bear. 

DANDT. 

Bear brother, you indeed are wrong ; 
Tbey loTe a roao gtmteeU^ long ; 
,'Tis inconvenient^ to be sure, 
Aod makes Uo I >ofc inoiit dev'flsbpoor; 
But then it saves, as f *id a sioiier. 
The price of maay a hearty dioQer. 

FUG. 

How grad I be joa condescen* 
To call poor Pug your br%td(ier,/ren: 
Den lei your brudder plain iy ltiilee» 
De fair likeaoae widdont de 6e%. 

;OAN07. 

Yes, Pa^, you are iny brotiier true— 
You look like me, "^ind I (ike you ; 
I airways did adpotre liie sbtipt* 
Ol you my loving brother ape I 
You ape mj/ mauners— / ape yoorfl*- 
Wbieb mutual friendship still secures * 
Ail Pug, I wish that 1 might be 
As slim about the guts as ye i 

Pt70. 
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Well, massa, here two corsett be, 

1 Squeeze tor you— von 'qneezi^ for me I 

Or li youset you radder try, 

Pugou your shoulder jumpee hi|^h« ' j 

And in lUe glass de corsett fix, 1 

And learn all massa dauidy tricks* -j 



«. BANDT. 



fiut Pug, yon never must *let on,* 
That you ftom me the art €*id learn ; 



.1 
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The dandies if oold witb oaths upbraid 
The one who learns an ape their trade : 
80 Iftcr yoorseif genteel and tight. 
But goaot oot, except at nigkt, 

Afaf niat9a« ifde case bedns, 
D*' debbei all de con^etcnrse ; 
K^>, massa— Png lib always free. 
Once monkey, monkey alrvaiy^ be; 
Me tink It hard to be denied 
To walk by master dandy's side. 

DANOT. 

The world, dear Piig, h fuU of whims^ 
And is not what to yoii it seems , 
If I and you to Chesnntstreet, 
By accident should chance to meet* 
Altho' i hog and kiss you kere, 
Tkere you must never venture near ; 
The.men would hiss me, and the boys 
Wetild kick up such a dost and noise, 
^ That Pd as soon in Bedlam be, 

Or stuck up in the pillory, 

. pro. 

De worl den, m^sa, wmrld untie 
De treoly knot *twiit yon and I ; 
No, niai^sa* *tis the dandy whim 
Dat make de wort nnt what he seem « 
Dp ifor) tub well de monkey shape, 
C.ii)fiof>e to de tour- leg ape , 
But tTben be see the upright creature 
Charge ivid de ape he berry nature* 
He tafibe. kickee, shake be side. 
And ope he optic berry wide ; 
Now. massa* listen what I say, 
Mail berry good in he own way ; 
Bnt when he pot de monkey on, 
De godUke quality be gone : 
To iub him, lady make bel^ve, 
Bnt titter slyly hi de sleeye ; 
Massa, me tell you on de oatl^. 
You canH be man and monketf both. 



1 
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AN ELEGY. 1 

WRITTEN IN THE ENNISKILLEN CASTLE* 



^^Enniskilkn CasUe^ is a public bouse, situa* 
ted in South Fifth-street, Philadelphia, where 
whitom the bards, and wits, and respectable 
loungers of the daj^" used all to frequent and 
lietblue;^' many however of the persons com- 
Bosing this ancient and (Honourable company 
8f jolly topers, and beggars of small glasses, 
have taken their departure to a land of Other 
kinds o{ spirits than those which so often visited 
them here ! — ^I do not mean to be understood 
to say, that scenes of brutal inebriation were 
transacted within the walls of the '*'Castle^^ — far 
from it; as much order was maintained as is 
generally fdund in the first hotels in the city ; 
ind what I mean by respectable loungers, is a 
class of decently dressed/>oor gentlemen, simi- 
lar, in some respects, to those who are said to 
^' walk St. James' Park for a dinner !" 

The empty glass proelaims the pocket low ; 
The iraniiDg candle io the socket dies ; 
The BaccbsiiiliaD possee homeward go, ^ 
And leave the bar room as the poet's prize. 

Now fades the no«e of Martin on the sight. 
And alt the place a noxions vapour holds ; 
Save where yon crevice «hows a gleam of light. 
Which lets out htats in spring, in winter, colds. 

Save where frAm yonder window In the bar, 
,j\ smell of alcohol and gin is found ; 
And th' Dutch demijohn does shine a star, 
,, That throws upon the gloom a radiance round. 

^ Beneath this white* washed wall, this wall so higbt 

Where oft in other days the poet set. 
Hid Quiz & Co.— alack ! that they shonld die i / 

For crer and aooa their whistle wet. 
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The g^ratefiil gill ofbittent in the tnord, 

The gla>5s of brandy at the hour of one. 

The ju^ of punch when daj -hwhl has irith<fnwa, 

Ac more shall down their thhsty gullets run. 

> 
For them no more shall Martin place the chair, 
Or mistress R— the steak for supper cook ; 
No idle sot (heir luscious beverage share. 
Or see for him the dish of cat-fish smoke. 

Oft did the hottl^ to their valor yield ; 
The hogsheud oft ihe'i^ndustry l»as drained ; 
^ How Jncuiifi did thei<Wlff the wine-glass urieW, 
Although that glass a tierce of wine contained.. 

Let Bot bir Patrick mock their useful thirst* 
Thf ir parched lips and gullets eter dry ; 
Or Toby dare their merits to distrust. 
Or seek to prove their inebriety. 

The boa^t of minstrelsy, tlie pomp of pov^er^ 
And all that brandy, all thafe^iii e*er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour-*— 
The tide of whiskey flows but to-^tbe grav^ 

Nor voo, ye flats, impute to t hese a sin, 

If Alarttn on their tombs no beverage pidce ; 

VVbfere once they made T — W— L-— ^g grin. 

And more than once did chant the *xouNG&RS**]9ra'}\>/.' 

Oau cider crab, or good Jamaica rum, . 
E'er to the Castle calt the minstrels back ? 
Can bright Madeira pierce thro* penury's gloofia,- 
Or flattery soothe the marble ear of^— JacA: ? 

Perhaps on this settet same bard has !a id* 
' Some heart once pregnant with ambition strong^ 
Hands that an axe or shovel might hate swayedi 
Or pushed the rumbling barrow-w^eel along* 

Butlabonrdread, their limbs his i^ighty load, 
Begrimed with filth and sweat, did ile'er cajole i^* 
Hot whiskey punch o&ooek tail was their god. 
And scalded every virtue of the soul. 

Full many a wit, with puns and satire keen. 
The t verns all does frequent and get blue ; 
Full many a wretch at evening's* liour is seeOt 
Like David's sow, botb drunk and tiappy tof. 



\ 
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Some eoontrf booipiciB tliat iritli wnrf loeb* 
Tbe potent dmugbt of beverafe gulped d»Wut 
Bom9 duadf^ veA in anmj a sohoot-bo^ iiook» 
WiUiii^ tliis isaMtle lias to oiaiibood groif o» 



Tbe epptuise ol Quiz& CMiF^ffT to cwm>id» 

Tbe threats of duns aod mio to de$!piie» 

To scatter dollars o*er tbis bappy land, 

Aad read tbeir bistorjr io **mhu kotlesil* eyes ; 

Thc^ lot forbade !— nor eirenmsirribed atone 
Tbeir vhI1io& vieet. bot tbeir too^ues eooioed s ; 
Forbade to seek by taoaestMiaDs a Aons, 
And food obtaiafor body or for taM i 

Tbe stiiissKDg panftofeoofdeoee irtift to Ude^ 
To q^ietieh tbe blasbes of a erim'iial shame i 
Or feel tbe noble . stlog of booeiit prMe, 
Witti iaeenfe kindled at tbe anise's dame* 

Amid die madd^n^ croirds* teneble iCrlft^ 
Tbeir thirsty spirits ever loved to stray • 
AloBg-the bot, salphnric road of life* 
They heipt the nit^ty uproar of their mzj. 

Tet even these wits fitHO stanrHi| to protect* 
Some w esilthy cults a disb of catfish give ; « 
With roast beef oitoe a year tbe table's dteck*4i 
And oc one dinner they a tf cire month lire* 

Their name, their years, spelt by noor Qnb^s muse« 
The place of fame and efcq^y supply ; 
And many a bitter Jest around di^e stretrs* 
To bid them in the *'gooi M eauu^' 0dle1 

Per who to dull sobriety a prey» 
The Koniskillen's portals ^*er resignM ; 
Left the ivarm precincts of tbe bar niom j;^y« 
Nor left a «Aa2X; or ewo the door behind ? ^ 

On some rleb,/la(»*tbe nUt must all rely ^ 
Some piottf drops the vrits do all require ; 
E*en tfi tbe de'il some wits wonM guiUy 1fy$ 
To gain a glass of rosy liquid fire. 

For ye, who mindful of the castled ^me* 
Have in your rhymes the colonel's glory nmgr 
If, chance, some other bard shonid tSk your nanit^ 
While ye are driokiog from tbehogshealTs hhi^t 

1« 
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Haplf , MOM boarj Jietd^ hoyt nay <ay* 
^CHt btTe I teeo tbem at the peep of dairn, 
» BrtiatiiqS the cobwebs from their thriiaU airay« 
And Swallowing dowo a most tremeadoos kom. 

** Tbeve 9X mj;^ table fbrmed of ptee and beeeli» 
That stands bj yeuder settee pretty nigh, 
Tbeir HstleM lengths at ;ioon tide would thef ttrctob. 
And eaJI for ram ontil the cask wasdry^ 

I. 
*' Haid by yon door, now creaking as in scenit * 
Gabbling their wayward fancies would they rarHi 
Now, drooping, wolblHik® a babe still bom. 
Or cras'd with grog, or like a sorry knave 

A 

*• One mora I misted them in my bar room deaiif 
Upon my chairs, and on my long settee. 
Another eame-— nor yet behind the skreen. 
Nor on the bench, nor at the bar were they. 

** The next, with dirges due. in sad array. 
Slow, to the * '^^ * * * gate we saw them borne, - 
Approach and read, (if thou can*s<read) (be lay^ 
Wrote 00 the cell their bodies now lnurn« • 



♦ • 
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Here rest tbeir beads within this boose of eartfa> 

A firm to fortune and to fame well known ; ^ 

The c^olonel frowned not at tbeir humble w0rtb, ] 

And whiskey's goddess marked tbem as ber^wn^ i 



Br^ht was their wits — their cocoa-ntkts were loBg*; 
None but the vicioas did they e?er damn ; 
They gare to' Martin all they bad— a^ong ; 
TbejF gained from Martin (all tbey wished)— a draiip.! 

No farther seek their nurits to disclose, 

"Or draw their frailties trom the cellars round ; ^ 

Sphere tbey in trembling hope of cash repose* 
or quite above^ nor yet belorv the ground* 
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A TALE, 

The scene of which is laid in Camden^ New 
Jersey;-^*^ it was a good thing in the time of 
ft,*^ as some one says, jEtnd it will he anderstood 
and cause some grinning even at this day, 
among certain citizens of said city of CamdeOt 
find \\.% vicinity. 

#D Jeney side, at ebb of tide, 

A biimaa cone «r«8 foiiiid* 
^ud inaoy ran to see the mao, 
*- Suppoied to bare bees dioiroed* 

Now Jarsey folk do lo?e a Joke« 

Nor matters it oo whom ; 
And some there aro wbo'd figbt and fwear 

Upoa a fiUber's tomb. 



Joslah he the corse did; 

A justice stanch and hold ; 
And loved. yoH know, as lawjen do. 

The distaot sound of (old.* 



This Iknb of lair thooeht asbe 

The stranger's corse the first, , ^. 

That he'd a claim upon the same* " * 

Let Jarsej do its irorst. 

Not? in the street the 'Squire did meoC 

With Peter kk his way ; 
The story toJd— thus Peter bold, 

Voto the 'Squire did say : 

•• Thou hast do right when I*m iu sigbt, 

A Jury fo^ to call ; 
And inquest ought by me be brought** 

•• "Tis my Tocatloo, Hal !" 

The 'Squire replied with humbled flride» 

Tho' not without a frowo, 
'* This fery morn I thought tbee*d gone 

A Journey out of town !" 



But still the /ea did leem to be 
E'en worth tome little trouble; 



f 
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To wA tno partR fnf I speed be gtarts^ . 
The doveeur ttraisht to double. * 

Novr Peter tvas up to the lairs, 

Aad well.tiad fearot the code 
Of Jersey wise^^uid to ^orpdso k 

jinother jury, rode. , 

And ffcaree (he mom began to dair ii« 

When Peter <lld appear 
Witb atrbis corps along the shore* 

Uuto the dead man near. 

And there in view Joiiab too 

On day^e Ktrfd appeared* 
Which lookM as sratint as Rasinante* 

The hone bj Ctuixolte reared. 

Josiah be, to Peter B 

(So borat tbefrUndfy 6re) 
Said, as tbe coi se be strode across, 

'• Thou art a stinking Jiar !" 

To Joel too Josiafa fleir— 

^* Tboa reiiegado ftee. 
Or I iriN sue thee and thy crcir«<'« 

This eorse belongs to me V* 

{Here 300 sublime 'stanzas are omitted.} 

♦ , *. * e . * * 

Sut Joe] brave bi« verdict gare» 
And bad his bill allowed tbo» 
^ ^ust as Josiah "gan to retire, 

Tbe ftcofid inquest through^ 

STANZAS.; 

WH9Snx AV THi oPBNiim of the •• BURNS TAYWkS^^ 

PHILAOELPIIIA. 

bitret thefe a son of* Scotia's sfaore» 

Who loves not Scotia's fame 1 
Lives there a son ot'Scutia's shores 
Who e'er will pass tbe friendly dooQk 

T{i«t bears Iter poet*8 oattie 9 
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No— Scolia'8 floni eao Dover i»Mi 

Tbe hoaonred name so deart 
Ofbim wboie li|» ne'er kinied tbeghoi 
Unless his conotry and hu lass 

First drank affection's tear. 

Come, je who well bis frorth hafe weif^olj^ 

And ie who feel bis flaine^ 
Whose tea^ have oft tbe tribute |Wid 
To **Martf, dear departed ihadct** 

Come-r-pledge his hallowed ii«qo» 

TraiisplaDted*-iiSBy tbe thistle^ fair» ^ ^ - 

Oa t'reedoai*8 bosom bloofn ; 
Confided to Columbia's care« 
It shall not wither, or despair. 

Bat on Columbia's tomb t 

CAPE COD SONG.' 

•4 

Te fankee tars, who oft barefoot 

For life and liberty. 
Whose conrage erst such prowess wfiiflipfl^ 
On river, lake, and sea : ^ 

#Dce more your aid Ni^w fins^aiidelMBl^ ' 
Along her ragged shores— 
She asks the head 
Of serpent dead. 
Who all her fish derount 

See, see, the monster opes blsJawsM^ 

A fearful chasm wide ; / 

Spurns, proudly spurns Nantnckel's b'v% 

And throws Cape Cod aside ; 
Our pumpkius, rich, nutricious foodi 
The monster makes bis.prey** 
Nor leaves behind 
A bit of rlnd» > . . 

For next thaoksgiTiug day ^ 

Then, messmates, op ! to glory on i 
My boat her anchor weighS"^ 
Itemember wbeo tbe prize is won, 

How high our tietme 'twill raised 
The smiling damsel^ of Cape Cod 
And Marblebead so ta|r. 
Shall trom each fish, 
A savoury dish 
€>i toegues and sounds prepare | 
it* 



1 

Vm «»Mr Ib taey*i gHM I M» 

An oafc«ii tible spread 
VMiiKMlL txA beMif, rieh lixiirjv 
And #»nii rye- Mian liread ;. 
91m d€i^ too— ah, irfao would oof 
1^ doath or victor/ fl/y 
^ Tooatipart 

OfvraaibVj tart, 
At hKfcle-berrj pye ! 

c 

^ fNTi^M in an Albany paper, recoranenlb 
Ha m yAiidment ibr coanterfeiterai aplitary 
llMriMiDment for life, and denial of tbe isM ot" 

What, first impriaoa-^tbeo den|r 

OC;beareiify tnHh the light \ 
moMe body first ki misery. 

Theo ^Itaiak hi Di|^ f 

» 

fMbi^htai nxe upon the seroll 
To fraikj^s offiiprlo| gi?eo 7 
„^ Vttl out the light that guidf'g the soitf 

To happiaefs ia4ieaTea f 



What my that be thall never lo6k 

For pardon rrem his Goo ; 
That f irttte*d path, If once foTMral^ 

Ctti never foe retrod ? 

'^^ there esiit ki haanui heaif • 
Revenue so deeply wrought ? 

LIret there a nyaa who does not ililt-* 
Tea, shudder at the ihooght f 

Oh, never, finm the vitest irrcteh. 

Whom justice dooms to death. 
Should man irithhold the lacrad wttft 

0(^ui8phation*i breath. 

It Is his last, his only stay, 

^itblD bis earthly goal ; 
It is VOL death—- eomh when it to^.j-'^ 

The pillow of his souL 
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PWNCETON, N. J. ' 

Frlaeeton, I lo^e at earYj h»ar» 

O'er thy g^reen fields to roam : 
In crery dell— in eferjr bower. 

The miustrel finds a bome. 

Wekometo me* thou svr^estspot 

Mj iraoderiog feet have traced ; 
Witb faoej^i flowers bow richly fratusbt**-^ 

Willi witbcH? britfatly sr«ced. - : . -^ 

Friendthtp, tboa dear, deludit^ sprite^ 
f find thee here arrayed ^ 

la robes olVpure eelestiaJ light— 
A ittbstaace— not a sbaJe. 

Wisdom thy seal is here impressed 

Upon Ibe lips of yootb ; ^ 

iind rirtiie beams on beauty's breasl 
. InaJlth&]%btoftriitb. 

iUaJestie as the ''march of mind,^* 

Proud science walks her way, 
Fonrfnd^ Hpoatbe mental blind -^m^ 

The Jight of reason's rajr* 

Georui, tby fair encbanth^ form, 

The poet here may see, 
"Riding upon the dark winged ttoria^ 

la dauntless majesty. 

Fbiloisopby, I see thee stand 

Upon the diazy rock, 
Gfasplngtbc lightnings in thy baod|» 

UnmMinl of the shock. 

Fca#e tothee, Princeton ! peace <• ill 

Who dwell within or near tbeCn? 
Feace to the bower-^he cot— 4he ba| 

Peace— peace forever cheer tbea*' , 



TO 



I took thee itp. altCtle flower. 

Just bursting hito birth. 
And which the rudely beating sbofrm^ 
' Would soon have struck to earth. 
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I mw tbeft— And n^ boipm dcbed 

To find thee tbut depressed ; 
I aif tiiee— «Dd hi pity cried 

*' Cone, warm tbee in mj breaif .** 

And long Qpoa my botom warm, 

Tb J droo^iDK bead has laid ^ 
Thy pillow loTt — ^thy slumbers calm—* 

Aod uoae to make afraid* 

Aod now, woutdst tboa thy happy homca 

Sweet flower 1 ungrateful leave f 
On others waste tby blest pertiime« 
, Aud leave tby friend to grieve ? 

Thou canst not prove so timnkless yet"--) 

The thought alone would kill, 
Come-^I will all thy faults forget, 

And love thee dearly still. 

THE BRAND YWINE. . 

What thoQghupon thy flowery banks is seeo 
No splendid mansion of the worldly great, 
«* Where honest labour, with dejected mien, 

Is doomed on purple pride and wealth to waitf 

What thoigb along thy slowly windbig streamt 1 

No goigeons palace meets the traveller's view-^ ^ 

No tower reflects the sun's depatting beam, 
Or glitters bright with Cynthia's gems of de w^. 

Tb$ shores, O, Brandywine ! can proudly bJ8l 
•f sons who spurned oppression*s galling cbalfti* 
Who trembled not when every hope was lost-^ 
- Save in the sword and mighty arm of Wayoeji 

^hy hills, thy vales, thy deep embowering gfa^tK 
Beheld the plume ot usurpation low ; ^ 
Heard the jond din of freedom's clangiDg%lacEls 
Peal, living peal, the requiem of the foe ! 

lK>v'd stream, adieu V perchance in future da;^ 
- Sis song some native l>ard may proudly swell. 
And war scarred veterans listen to the lay ^ 

Whose numbers wild thdr glorious deeds khall^B. 
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THE FUDGE FAMILY 

" fn Philadelphia, or a New-Year's Letter^ 
Vom Mr. Benjamin Fudge, Jun. in the city, to 
iis hrolher Robert Fudge, in the country. 

\^ , [INTERCEPTED.] 

DxAR Bob; 

From my soul, I sinc^^rely repent 
OffhetnsuK I offered last Moijd>:y in lent; 
But youbtio^\ Bob, bow anxious I am whif^f Ij'^e 
To live by Jhrgivhig tho* Vfe not much t» g^iv6 ; 
Bo I now «lt me down, hy my old oaken table* - 
To write you a letter, as well as I'm able— 
Indiilginjs tbe hope, that yonMl kimlly excuse 
Ti»e blunders that follow the biil of uny muse ; 
That yenr Bobsbip will read the contents of my letter. 
And swear to yourself, j^oit could ne'er write a better ; 
So now Ncross your nose let your ^pectaclt^s straddle, 

iTour n&se^ Bob, by heaven's ; a fine looking saddle/) 
'lace tbc lamp on tbe stand — take a pinch of rappee« 
Then read to tbe|m6/te a tetter from mk ! 

THE LETTER. 

Dljia Bob, 

By tbe powers ! I'd grndge not a sbllling 
Did yoo know how to practice the method of BiU-ingt 
^BiLLiNel wbat'sf Billing ! like conrting I 'spose— 
" Or wloning i prize with the lots of a A'o»e S 
No such thing. Brother Bob, by the montbful I'm eatbig 
\ 'Tis nothing on earth but a saje nay of cheating; 
A dear, faappy knack, like Yankee stuck jobbing* 
Of picking a pocket and swear His rwt robing ; 
Ob, Bob, bow I wish yon would pay us a visit. 
There's every thins here;, now, so nice and exquisite t 
And MoNBV ! Ob, Lord i why I saw t'other day 
A bundle oi Notes like a cart-load of hay ; — 
And then they're so cheap ! for a dollar bard rhino* 
Yott can buy 99, as, the Public, and I know 1 
Ota^ Bob. what a shame to stick yourself down* 
Likte a frog in a well in a poor country town ! 
in&ttfirovr off your homespun* and fly to tbe city* 
We*irmake yon a Dandy, laced up tight and pretty; 
** ADahdt r*-4>h, yes* Bob ; a Dandy genteel--- 
lAce4 tight la wooi^ a la bone, a la 9lcd t 
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^ Hiree *kercliie(kiroviid tight rnand the n&tk like « hak^« 
fUoleM the ifeor faihion xboiild soon chance to after,) 
w Ufa a neat Httle coat, in the «hape of a fiddte. 
You'll todh as genteel as a Wasp, io the middfe ! 
And then (or your lob, a Watch a Ul f^mce^ | 

A Hat • la BelU and a Leg a la Lance ! J 

Pantaloons treble reefed, quite prepared for a squall, 
A Cane, to pick op your glove should it fall t ^ 
Odds bless us, Dear Bob, bow the damsels would si^b, 
As thej saw thro' your glass the quiz of your e^e ! 
How their dear little bosooDt with rapture would swelf at 
The sight of the Block *neatb your high beaver Bell-Bat I 
How jealous the lover would gaze on his dearest. 
If ^ou to her bosom should chance to get nearest ; 
The husband ! poor devil. If you shonid appear. 
And whisper a word in his wife's cufi&us ear, 
A ekaUenge en«ie?i !— ah, there lies the glory! ^ 

Jmrnortalised-^nounied'^^emembired in storg ! ' 

Poffed in ttie papers^nvited to dine ! 
A wit with the Ladies-*a Dandy djrine ! 
Kow, Bob, don't it set all your bfood"io a ripplew 
To learn bow to dauce, and to sing, and to trlpple f 
To cut up your cap«rs, come down m a minutet 
Or the devil himself, must surely be in it. 

But betore 1 conclude now, IMI spur up my mQse» 
To canter or trot yon a jig of the NEWS ! 
And tho' my dear Bob, 1 have more things to write 
Than you would peruse in a year and a night, ^ 

I'll give yon as many as I can remember 
From the last day of Marrh to the last of December i 
And if error's escape me, why, Bob« nf^vcr mind. 
The man who don't err, is not of nv kiod ! 
. Perhaps you have heard— as it happ^ ned so late 
That the Yankee Sea Serpent has broken his pate ; 
In striding to jump like a toad upon dry land. 
He ibiiiHii'red in mud, on Connecticut Island ! 
T'would doti^ your heart good, had you seen all the eapexs 
His majesty cut in the A en England papers ! * 

How be fought— how be m/Ain — how he whisked found I|j9 
tail, 
* And broke, in a jiffey, the back of a ffhaie I 

How he swept round his tail when the Karpooner struck it^ 
Defied all Cape Cod, and challenged Ufantucket ! '^ 

How he peeped o'er the stern of eacli vessel thatoaMed falm. 
And how like the devil the fishermen feared ^im ! ^. 
There*s a queer kind of story I've heard or I'm wron^ 
Of graves at the westward not ten inches long : 
And of others so large, and so broad, and lo deep, 
T hat the larg;est of mammoths, within them might slee|| ; 
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^nd tbeD thereof a spring, that once set oo ire. 
Blazed, higli uf^as Etna-x-perhaps socrtetlnng higher ! 
And trees, rny Dear Bob, (if the papers dont lie O,) 
Ob whose limbs you inaj swing clear across the Ohio I 
With wood altogether the farmer dispeuses, 
And rails in his land, with good Cuimfaber fences ; 
From the shell of z pumpkin a pig sty be forms. 
To shield all bis pork from the raiv and the storms 
A corn stock, dissevered, a ladder siipplies, 
And the bole of a beet is his grave when he dies ! « 

There's Jackson ! bis name 1 must mention by all means 
The bravest that fought at the Imttle of Orleans ; 
Tott roust know» Brother Bob, that to kick op a riot, 
(If they try it again we'll send them to Dyott,) 
The Seminole fndianSt the Spianiards and blaekSv 
Besotved to cut capers on other men^s backs ; 
fSo cor President, James, in his anger decreed, 
Tbat Jackson the Spaniards and Indians should bleti I 
Bot J^^-— *n soon tbo't tha^^ the plan he might alter, 
Aod, 'stead of a Lancet^ made use of a HALrER [ 



li^ow. Bob, 1 must stop— for my ink is all ont. 
My pen*8 but a stump, and Vm sick with the gonti 
The famine of Pocket I ah who can combat it ! 
Tbo' cash is so plenty ! yet I cant get at it-^ 
Unlets, thro' your kind interference, the FEELING 
Should give me a little to keep me from stealing ; 
And that this be the case, with a sigh tiie most feryent, 
I remain. 

My Dear Bob, 

The public's kind lerraot. 

Mrs. Entwistli— 7%c Actress, 

Nature exbamted, once resoWd to rest ; 
But ere her bead the downy pillow prest. 
Bethought who best — who most devoid of arC, 
She might select to act her every part^^ 
When lo ! a form in modest garb array'd, 
Aroood (he coueh her mim'rous gambols pU^ed ; 
Now wore her cheek, of Joy, the ruddy glow. 
Now moist with tears, proclaiai'd some hidden fro ; 
Then mimiekiog the rarinp of despair, ' 

She wept, and shriek'd, aiM plack'd her taogled hiiir ^ 
In soolh so well the vartons parts she play'd. 
So true each passion of the soul portray'd^ 
Th' adapted child of Nature she became. 
And here on earth EnlimiU is her uaaier 
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A FRAGMENT, 

Cttfue OQ that wasting canker of the lieart, 
Tbat deadi/, nameless bitteroess of soal« 
Wbkh preyfl, uDsati«>fied oo all the hopes 
Of comfort and of happiness on earth ! 
Curse on that foul, malign^ot, hateful fiend, 
Whose fcetid breath, the flower of rirtue blights ; 
Who laves his burning li(>s in lorroir's team, ' 
And ** fattens on the miDeriesof mankind !" 
Beiiold hi? eye ! a quenchless ^park of hell 
Lays on its ebon centre burning ;* 
Loi^e, honour, friendship, from his presence flf« 
Dreading; the ** deep damnation of his taking of'.*' 
He breathes — the opening bud of beauty dies t 
He ireeps^the petrifying stream unfeU, 
Drops ou the heart* and congelatet ttie soul< 



-—They lo«c ; 
Their sonh are twfaied and riTetted together i 
Their lips the amicable treaty seal ; 
But Eof y, stronger than the arm of death ; . 
And more rerenpiul than the scotioel 
Of Pluto's diark £>mabi« advances neaTi 
And blasts, with one pestiferous sigh, ^ 
All, all their hopes of happiness below*-* 
And bad net heaven, in merey, limited 
His hellish spite and power to earth alooeg 
Pre this, heM mounted on infernal wings. 
And preyed upon their bliss in Pabadise ( 

♦* Time and Chance happen to aUJ^ 

There*s a chance for the «oldier, tho' never so brarct 
On the field of bis glory to sink lu the grare. 
There's another chance too, that he safe may eomebilck 
With a caK-load of laureis^f rupees a lafkl 

Tfaere^ a chance for the lawyer to live by bis wit«» 
And a chance for the gambler tp win by his tilts » 
There's another chance too that the gambler may leseg. 
And the neck oi' the lawjer find room in a ftoofs.. 

** ** A spark of hell lies turqing on his eye." 

PlEBFONT'S AiBS OF PA«Jffr¥!il(> 
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Th0re*i a cbanee for tb« ttilmr a prte^rfiip to (ake* I 

Aodi chance for a wbuivriod to come io his toake 4 
lliere'sa chance 00 the oi^aa a treasure to'win, 
Aod a chance too that Neptune may have it again. 

Tiiere'sa chance for mechanics to live by their traday 
Aofl another chance too that tbeir checks Won*t be paid ; 
There's a chance for the sexton to Im by ihe dead. 
And a chance that he sometimes goes hungry to bed. 

There's a chance lor the doctor to live by the tiekf 
And a chance that the ' whUe horse* Uie doctor mayiiticlk } 
Tbere'9 a chance for the dninlcard to live on good winety 1 

And a chance for the hangman to give him a fine. 

^There's a chance for the poet to starve on his rhymes 
And a chance tbr the vet*i-an to beg in hard times. 
There's a time and a chance foraJI men on theeartiv 
To hun that is wretched, and him full of mirth. 

* • 

Bot of chances and times in this irorid to be fonnd-— 
And I've travelled and travelled it more than tmlf nNmdf 
There's no chance so r<ire^ if the truth I most say, 
As the chance that SuBCaiaaas the PaiNXEa trill pa^ t , 

IMITATION OF ANACREON MOORBi 

There's one I love—^nd she is fair 

And lo«ely a^ the ai(frn ; 
Biveet as the rose that scents the aiTf 

And blooms without a thorn. 

There's one I loTe— and she to pare 

As Hermon's holy dew ; ,^- 
Chaste as the snows of Zembla's shorty 

Yet warm and am'rouatoo. 

There's one 1 1o?e**and she is mild 

As evening's latest sigh ; 
Modest as nature's humblest child# 
And bright as sommet's sky. - 

1 love her, but can nerer wed— 

Ah» tad, despondiDg youth ! 
For, oh, iU» beaateous, heavenly auJBf 

Bas iMt aa trppia tooths 
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MY COUNTRY. 1 

JU EtUet r^fltge^ mU the sbrrniger^s kmne^ 

A bad I know, upon wluMse feoeroas teil 
The flowen of love and frieodship eret btoom ; 

Wkerv peace aad plentj Men the labourer's toil. 
And miscrj*! ehUdrea flbid a weleooe borne. 

Bere bounteoos nature, (ron ber ample ftore, 
Profoselj spreads her choicest daioties nmad ; 

B«re fraot, distraeted, shoos the peasact's door* 
And peoorj*8 startUof foot prioti are not foiuia.. 

Tbb peaeefot spot of rich and fertile earth. 
This clime congenial to the patriot sool ; 

This, this 1 hair the couniry of my butb, 
Where fint the Ugbt apoo mj l>cf og itole. 

lliis Is the land where Grleodship, peace, and lor^ 

And smiliog libertj, delight to roam ; 
9[1)i8 IS the land vrhose shores sliall ever prore * 

2V ^xiWs rtftige^ end tkt {trv%ger's Aome / 

FATE OF THE COTTAGE. 

Ob, where is the cottage, so humble and blest, 
Where the minstrel might rest for awhile ? 

And where is Ibe maiden I clasp*d to ray breast. 
And lived in the i^bt of her smile ? 

Qht where is the yew-tree, witose wide spreading arm 

O'er-shadow'd the home of the poor ? 
And where is (be watch-dog that gave the alarm. 

Ere a stranger might open the doo r'7 



Alas I for the tempest the tree hath optom. 
And strew*d its green leaves on the ground ; 

And'tbe village-maid wanders an ont-cast forlorn 
The dark winding forest around. 

The cot is a ruin I thf watch-dog is dead-r 
'The garden with thistles run o*er, 

An<i *neatb the wild thorn-bosh forever are laid^ 
The limbs of the false Lobinork^ 
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IMPROMPTU. 

THE flLANPERER OF FUTNAM, 

What, PuTTsTAM coward I BreaUie it not 

On Buuker*8 bloody li«igbt f 
A Ihousaod gbosts the He woM blot» 

And bar! thee from their si^t ; 
A WAaRBW '8 dust, that «liiaibers there, 

Would from its caiteniefit burst. 
Yea fiod a toiije;a6 that ^^hottld deciare 

The ^aoderer^i name accarst. 

What,* PVTBTAJi coward ! Breathe it flOt 

Where 8aTas;e nations roam ; 
The waiithig flame the lie would blot— 

Tbey*d sea^^ tbee in the tomb ; 
Die. slanders* die ! thy vmtial faiae 

Is patt^^br ever gone ! 
A nation blu?he« o»er thy ^laaie— 

Thou art a nation*< acorn I 

SOUR 

What Is it In the wintry day. 
When Sol emits no che«rUig rajt 
Can wann and moisten mortal clay ? 
Good, wholesome soup. . 

What b It smooths the peasant's brow. 
And gives bis check, Oio' cold as snoWt 
A ruddy, warm and pleasing glow t 
Good, wholesome sonp. 

What is it gives the poor outcast. 
Shrinking beneath misrortnne's blast, , 

A luscious, cheap and rich repast ? 
Good, wholesome soup, 

O, ye who drink your sense away. 
Whene'er you tn the tavern strty ♦ 
Instead of wine to warm your clay, 
O, try a howl of soup. 
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THE GRAVE OF DENNIE. 

■ ■ ■*^'^'"<'!»be«i»t«lBepothliere, 

„**•'«'« row tw lilly bloom T ' 
Wh.1 spot ebanecmeth lone and dreari 

"DM •r«e(t>M)cti'cled tomb ? 
I [war tbe mice ofuMwerhiB- wo i 
'IinmorUI Diimie ifee^ below," ' 

Stmifer. Ifat irtBdMt o'er tbh amBi', 
Hemeinber wbo^JsUid 

_"J"eonih7 foot has .4«y«(r 
ir* J "X" "•" <T7«faJ offering deaiw 
TbediiMofDBBsrtiiumbeKihbere. 
YeTirning, totbli (arfrvpalr, 

And deck yow pwet'i ■rn ; 
I>n;p oi, fbe wreath alRwtlon'. tw, 

I Oeo ttli-odj ntara i 
^t »[I jour ttep* be soft ami Hoir-* 
Kemember Dkdhii Ottfi beb<r. 

Te soiHi of 10B-, who faiib«r come, 

Wh. lay IbeiD ideot on Ibe lomb— 

A i.HDTHER'1 fiere enshrined ! 
Wo earihry Miahi Rfaould dare tv Bo* • 
BeiBember, D.«.,, .Jeep, tetowT 

SONG. 
77u UneUttU Cotatihefota oft/u RH 

dear llttre cot. 
cotatu,e.'ootrfUieHI|. 
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^TwM here for a refoge, wtfiiher be io?ed bett, » 
€]b the i^ioioiis of to?e to tbe rotUge be fleif » . 
^nd found an asylum of safety and rest. 
Safe, lafe Id the arm^ of a m«rciriil few : 
"Thifcii bere, when tbe sbadows of eve steal along, 
Jlnd tbe Toiee of tbe tbrosb and the robin is slitt, 
Theo, barp of New-Eogland ! ob, cbeer with tby gol^ 

The blest litUe cot, 

Tbe dear little cot, 
^be lone little cot at tbe toot of tbe bilK 

jtfay codfeatmetit still smile, and peace ever relgp. 
Ill tbe dvrelKog whose portals nabar to the poor ; 
Where tbe ibinstrel his stmg never cbaotei) io Talo^ 
And sorrow, uosootbed, never turned from the doors 
Then here, when the shadows of eve steal along. 
And tbe voice of the thru^b and tbe robin i^ still, 
TteB* harp of New-England \ oh, cheer with tby soQg 

The sweet little cot, * 

The dear little cot, 
Itelone little cot at tbe loot of tbe bilL 

GENERAL JACKSON. 

Hail to the Hero of the West ! 
The dauntless chief of Orleans' plain; 
He ever comes a welcome guest. 
Who never drew hU sword in vain. 

Peace, peace fore?er to the brave, 
Who fought and fell by Jackson's side \ 
Who sleep within one hallowed grave— 
Their country's boast— their country's pride* 

Twine, twine around tbe hero's browr* 
A fadeless wreath, by ^*Bea%Uy,^* wove; 
Woman ! tor yon be struck the blow- 
To shield your fame — to win your love, i 

Yet, sbameful truth I— there live on earth. 
Who seek to blast his well earn'd fame ; 
Who sicken while they feel bis wortb. 
And madden when they bear bis name< 

Poor, worthless reptiles ! still go oa-^ 
Eject yoiir venom— vent your spite | 
Ye did tbe same to Washington 1 
Then tuuk to iofam} and iiight* 

13* 
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KATE AND JO. 

Tbeir lHiikibl6 dweUln^ toie; 
TheiTyan^tbeJeftsftttiiiie \ 

Around fits jpoiweloil^s ^ 

Attdsbeltereif lif a IHeodlf #yi 

From alHlie tdd^ that Mow« 
ff^o sorrows y el toe peace bad brake 

Of'bappy Katb and Jo. 

The drdam of pofrer, the b^pe of irealll|« 

Aad ne*er distorbed their rest ; ' * 
The rosy stolle ofjdf and beaitb 
. . Was all (hat they possessed ; ^ 

l¥o more they irished :^tfae d^ify ptafiii 

Might seldom tarther go, 
^au just to ash the giaciom eare 
Of heaven, o*er Kat a and Jo. 

i sair them once ; — a traveller worn^ 

Uoto their cot I strayed ; 
A happier pair, the rosy mom 

I thought taid ne'er surrey *d I. 
And If hen the parting hour drew nm 

That bade me onward go. 
Unbidden rose the secret prayer 

To heaven, for KATaand Jo. 

Alas ! how changed !**The hnmble Goi 

That rose beside the stream, ' 

In ruin sioks^^remembered not. 

Or only as a dream ; 
Seoeatb the elm the wretched pair 

Are laid forever low ;^ 
The Ai>BHovnB rises en the wredt-f 

The wreck of Kate and Jo. 

EPITAPH, 

j6^ A HOCTOa.WfiO BAD BEEN A SH0EMi4C!taU 

fieire lies the powder of a doctor's bontg, 
W|ich time hath pulvertMed between two 9ton^if 
pQtioni and ptUs in vain he mt>ed together, - 
S^( Mde sbrunlMip a shrivelled piece of lea^ 
JDjiath^ wamng warm, fuA-keeU one cFenuig t " 
4^d in this box^ at latt^ his bod^ capped! 

♦ Near West Chester, Penn^lvaiiui» •^ 
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TVk BOSTQK BAR0» J^^ 

BB. DIE-OUT AND HIS DRUGS. 



A TALS at TSDTB. 

A «tck man tothe Sector eaiiie» / 

latKipefl to find a eure 
For fome diseasie wi^^t a name. 
. , A9^ tbts sick^iiaii irts poor. 

Borne nidety dollars frorth be tougbt, 

Aod itr&Hvay honie be hied ; 
But ere tbe promised core was wrousht^ 

The poor liiao pined and died f 

One bottle of the d<}ctor*8 a^fft 

Alone the patient drained f 
But this it teems bad proved eoongh-* 

OH course tbe rest rematoed ! 

Wben in tbe gronod tbe man was laid^ 

And alt N^ ceased to moarn. 
What drogs were left his kindred wels^e9«. 
. That they might back return. 

tf nto the doctor's shop they sped,- 

And did the theme discuss : . ^^^^ 
'** Here aw your drugs — our friend is dftEl'^ 
They are no use to us. 

^ We now return tbero safe and sound 

As first fr<^ you they came, 
And hope you will the cash refund* 

And thus tnkance your fame." 



Tbe doctor grinned— but loath to tbow 

Of cJ^anilj/ a lack, 
P ril tell ye what," says he, "Pll do^ 

IMl take the bottks back, 

^Ind^pay ye at the tvholmaU pric^ 

For all that now remain ; 
|tnt though the drugs I know are ni4^» 

I ca1)*t take them agilin !" 

• i 

Thus has this monster hoarded irealfli^ 
Thas has he robbed the poor ; 

9^s sported with the rich man's befl^ltfij^ 
And made destruction sure. . 
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Ob, sbao the bouse where death is sold 

At prices made to suit 
The niao who glitters o*er with gold^ 

Or him with half a boot. . 

Doubt not my ta'e, for it -is true 

\8 eter yet was san^ ; 
Aud tbongb to all it be not new^ 

It came frotn honour's tongue. 

Lei fiends torment my body here. 
The gibbet or the rack— 

Let snakes ooy flesh Iroro off me teart 
But sa?e me lirom a ^uack ! 



mOM THE N£W YORK STATESMAN. 

AMERICAN UTERATURE, 

The recent compliments paid to Amerlcaqt ■ 
writers in Europe, by re-publishing their works i 
and speaking in a very fa?ourable manner of | 
their merits, as well as the daily exhibition of j 
talent at home, afford the most gratifying | 
proofs, that the literary reputation of tlie Uni* \ 
fed States is rapidly improving. Within a 
few months, we have noticed repeated instan- 
ces oi the liberality, or more properly the jus- 
tice, o/ foreigners towards the science and lit- 
erature of this country, as in the cases of Ho- 
sack, Irvine, Brown, Cooper, and Schoolcraft. 
Even the poetry of our newspapers has attract- 
ed attention in Europe* The wild flowersi 
gathered from the American Parnassus, by the 
hand ofFlorio, have been mingled with the 
choicest productions of European climes ; and 
the, effusions of our poetical correspondent, 
the Boston Bard^ have been deemed worthy of \ 
9i re-publication beyond the Atlantic. Our p«« 
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MiGftl resoorces are at present abundant 'r and, 
^e domestic oianufactures, Deed nothing but 
patronage and encouragement, to bring them 
p perfection. In the long list of young and 
l^^isine bards, we must not forget our dis-' 
liat and nighiy esteemed correspondent jidri- 
M, from whom we received a whole package 
^ia^vours, one of which will this evening be 
b»fld in the poet's corner. 

The breeze U feRward— and linforrd 

The Albion's streamers dy ; 
Sbe glides to greet another world, * 

A still serener sky. 
^no(Aer world 1 prophetic word ! 

How quickly rerified ; , 
In ocean^s depth's tftfe AlbiOD*s moor'd-* 

The Albion. oceaA'tt pride. 

Aad where are they whose bosoms 8weir4 

With rapture to depart 7 
The monntaio billows oTerwhelsi^dy 

They perished^^beart to heart. 
The tall barque quick asunder torn* 
\ " O Qod V* tho stifled prayer ; 

I The OBorninc oaiiie--'akis ! the morn 

Saw but the waters there. 



*• 
( 



And be* who *aild the Uiiody strife^ 

Trod safe the tented ground, 
To ocean's rage resigns his life. 

The wave his shroud and monnd. ■** ^4 v 

Here beauty, virtue, love, aud truths 

Became of death the prey ; 
And innocence and joyous youth 

Have winged to heaven Ifaeir way. 

O thou dread Behig I in whose poirer- 

And mercy, mortals trust, 
filortalSt frail creatures of an hour, 

Whose tenement is dust : 
O heal the wound which Thou hast made, i 

And dry the mouraer's tear, 
4nd where thy hand is heaviest laid, 

Let mtref be most near. 

* Gen. Lefevre Desnouettes. 



^ 
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[Herie follows the criticisms of one Wuxiam 
RAY,£ditor of a literary paper, pablished at! 
Geneva, N. Y. and who semi-yearty iniornuJ 
the public that he waa once in servile bondagel 
in Alters, and did^nt feed half so sumptuotisly I 
as his talents deserved I-^Now^ lie it kfiown, 
4hat I " have seen several pieces of Mr. RayV j 
verse, "• and shall close my hasty notice, by 
observing that they were all below mediocriii}^ 
and, as Pat would say perhaps a little lower /— j 
** The foregoing remarks are made with tbej 
utmost good humour, and with no intention \q\ 
injure the reputation of any one."] j 

THE CRITICISM. ^ 

We would just hint to our friend Mr. Carter, 
or rather to our friends. Carter and Prentiss, 
that it would be well for them/in the laudable 
zeal'to encourage American Poets, to be mor^ 
careful in selecting specimens from bards 
whom they compliment, ^han they weieiii givJ 
ing" the above. For if such poetry as this; 
should " be deemed worthy of a re-publicationi 
beyond the Atlantic,'* we should still question 
its merits. 

The last line of the first stanza is very weak 
and unmeaning. " The Albion^ Oeean^s pride?'^ 
It must have been a strange sort of pride in old 
Neptune to bear on his angry bosom the faiid 
little Albion to swift destruction. The object 
is too highly magnified, and of course rendered 
^ridiculous. 

In the second stanza, 'swelPcTdind ^overwhebn^ 
ed^ are introduced as correct rhyme. Bad. 
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In the tliird stanza, * Wrf* though often used 
as an abreviation of amid^ is quite inelegant. 

'h would have been much better ; and 

* The wave his shroud and nfoum),^ is worse 
and worse, for we cannot suppose that the 
General would have been dreaming of fortifi- 
cations or breast works in the depths of the 
Ocean, and we believe ^ mound* is no where 
used as meaning a grave or tomb,the most pro- 
per place for a dead man. In the fifth and 
sixth lines of the same stanza there is too 
much trvih^ihe word being made to rliyme with 
itself. But this might have been a mistake of 
the proof-reader. 
The last stanza ends without a climax, and 

, with a verj feeble line. ' Let mercy be most 
near.' But as the poet prays for mercy, -so far 
as it relates to our remarks, We shall grant the 
petition, and close our hasty notice of the 
Boston Bard, by observing that we have seen 
several pieces of his poetry a little above toe- 

,,diocrity, and no more. It is but justice how- 
ever, to add, that we have seen but very few 
of this Bard's productions, and that he may 
have written many things worthy of the high- 
est praise, unknown to t^. Florio too, lias al- 
most shared the. fate of the poor Albion in 

^ chanting her requium. — The subject seems to 
be an unfortunate one ; for in every attempt 

- which we have seen there is almost as much 

\ cause to pity the poet as the crew of the Albion 
— both have sunk. 

The poem of Adrian spoken of in the above 
notice by our literary friends, is in our opinion 
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most excellent, excepting one jfaolt Afieri 
painting his mistress, from hearsay, as allper-j 
lection — all innocence — -and as chaste iftj 
thought as an angel, he makes lier . | 



-*.Dark tresses ware-around* 



. Wilb OMfiJ a careless nanton braid.' 

The author was certainly a little, *careW 
in thoosing the word 'wanton;' but wesiall 
give the whole poem, and see if its beauties 
do not far outweigh the defects. The forego- 
ing remarks are made with the utwost good 
humour, and with no intention to injure the 
reputation of wound the feelings of auy onft 
The brightest specimens of British poetry are 
not without their black spots, and it woul4 ^ 
strange indeed if Ameri<jan poetry shoaW be 
less faulty.— For the literary acquirements, 
the native genius, and the correct taste of Mr. 
Carter and his co-partner Mr. Prentiss, the 
Editor of this paper has the highest respect, 
and he presumes that the hurry of businessj 
and not the want of sagacity, was the cause o* 
their overlooking the blemishes in the poems 
published in their ably conducted and bigbv 
useful paper. 

THE WHITE MOUNTAIN ROSE. 

Wbat, all alone, and not decayed ! 

Not one bright tint of beauty gone f 
In modest lustre still array *d, 

Still blooming cbaste and lorely on f 
So fair a flower my band shall never ^ 

From moantaia brow, or valley lever. 



^v. 
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OeiD of the moimtaio's eli«ff riess brow ! 

Flower of the rode, uDcultared height, 
Ob, never on thy breast of snow 

May autufun's cbilllag maotle light. 
With<irM the baod whose touch shall evot 
From parent stem thy beauty serer. 

Bloom^Ottf^loomoii! sweet looely dower! 

Though Weak and chijljkf native bowwi 

J%e breast qf manu sHU more cold, 
Witber'd the hand, whose touch shall evet j 
From mountain brow thy beauty sever* 

STANZAS. 

OH, WOULD T9AT OS SOStS DESXaT WILDf iot 

Ob, wonid that on some desert wil4t v 

That never sonshine knows--* 
By human tbotstep uiMtefiledt 

My habitation rose. 

The flowery vale, the hill, the lawa» 

No more my sotil Heligbt ; 
No more I bail the rosy dawo 

or heaven's returning light* 

The sUriess sky— the midnight hotir. 

To me are dearer far. 
Than beanty's lamp in beauty's bowOr» 

> When Venus mounts her oar. 

This breast, this breast Is lenaotless-* 
Weighed, weighed with grief and eai% 

Alone in its own wretchedness. 

My spirit In despair. J| 

In woman's faith, in womao^s vowi^ 

This foolish heart believed ; 
This foolish heart no pleasure knowS"** 

It trusted— was deeeived 

« # # # * # # 

^ 

Ob, would that on some desert wiidp 

Thsit nevter sunshine knows— ^ 

By human footsteps nndefiledt 

My habitation rose. .. jc 

1« 



/ 
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STANZAS. 
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Te ebtei's, who ride Ibe foamy wjnTe 

And s|>iirD the howling ttorm. 
Who dealt) io ewerj tliape d«re braf^ 

And ffDite at danger*« form*— 
Ob. for a momeDt deiga to lt«ar 

Tbe nii)fie*8 humble laj ; 
Ob, for a iDomeot lend an ear. 

Nor tnifi vrttb seom away. 

Brave are je ii|i-«Hione braver ^*^ 

Hatb oeeaii*8 bosom borne ; 
Unknowing what H is to fear* 

The coward seul ye scorn' i 
fiufflaoe unto a captive foer<» 

Kind to the womided tar ; 
Bzample lair to all ye shew. 

Amidst destructive war, 

' Hear now your faoHs— yea, hear yoiirakMfiir^ 

For truth the quiic mint sins ; 
Jkndt tho* you should ber candour bla«e^- 

Home she your (autts must bring* 
Und know, it is a sailor's amse 

That Bweepf for you her lyre, 
(That to you all your folly ahows, 

Yet would oi^t court your ire. 

four strength, your Virei, your coaati]^ *f af<^ 

Ye should her bulwark be ; 
And only should your bosoms barq^ 

Unto her enemj^; 
"fiaU ah I how oft the field ye seek 

To take a brother^ s life ; 
jn trifltug word— in insult weak 

Find cause for deadly strife. 

0h, *tis a foul, unseemly blot 

Upon yoar wefi-earoed fiunei- 
ft ^nnot«<€annot be tbrgpt, 

Tho* ne*er so loved your name y 
4lt^««£, ye chieis of oeean*s Ivavel- 

The murderous scheme Ibrego ; 
^our country bath pronounced ye braye-« 

fight but thai country *« foe | ' 
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(Hi, wipe away tbe horrUl stafit, 

Itt bne lest fimope see ; 
Victorlofis prere upoQ the maiiv— 

Tour country's hope arc ye ! 
t%e hasty word learn to rorgive, - 

As ye wottfd be forgivea 
Bj fliM in whom ye move and ViViBf 

The God af earth and hearen. 



SOKG. 



s. 



Wh€r6*«r the pen of enterprhce 

Has dared to write h^ Tame* ^ 

Tbo' OQ the arch that pnvpfl the ^kiev ^' 

There shina^r CoJiimbia'ft oande ! 
IVbere sclenee*s sun ha* lent it^ ray9» 

Where genius e*er has shone ; 
Where valor** self has da red to |;a95e« 

Culnmbia's fiuae is knOwn. 

CROa08. 

Syoonymans forever be 
XoluBibia— Valor— Liberty. 

The wreaths that round our temples blooin-r. , 

- The stars our flag that geio. 

Were plucked frona o$;urpation*8 plume,. 

From Britain's diadem ; 
And never thall those wreaths decay 

Or on our temples fade^ 
Till earth and sea shall pass away* 

And heaveu Ksell'hav fled. 

Synonymous shall ever be • 
Columbia-^ Vahw—iiihe^|r« 

The rights for whlchonr sketf have ble<!^ 

The soil their valor won. 
We'll ^m defend till life has fled. 

Or set creation's sun : 
2%i8 flag, we swear, iihall never he 

Soiled by a foewao's breath 9 
Ita stars shall light to victory 

Or to the bed of death 

' . ■■ ' ■ ' 

l^iio»f!iHMis forever be 
CoiQfl»bla^Valor<*Liherty» 
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IMPROMPTU. 

ttVtllVtWI Mft. WlttfA«l*S AVAtOmCAl. VkMPABATlQn Jtf WA#. 

He cnae-^be prond, insnUltii; Atbeist caine S 
BeMd tb« 6gare Conned io buttao iiuMild : 
Wore tbefi bif oheek tbe deepening tinge ol'ifaiiiM^ 
iU to hk rieir the meer parts uoleid* 

*Tiruiiot tb« blath wbicb modest firlae we«r% 
(That o*er bis pallid cJieek iiobidden stole] 
when to its gase Ibe careliil Artist baiM^ 
Vhe haUtatioa of the haouo soul I 

Vo^'twas theooosrioos folfx of a iboiifbl 

To doubt lb' osistaiice of a poiv^r aupremo I 

Ibat ^chence*' alooe the wAyd*ffotisMiiietiife «RMg|b||^ 

That sonl and hodj were ahke a dreaa ( 

Go, tbeok proud io^del I w boe*er th<ia art<«« 
Hm dread nachinerj of lii'e mrwej I 
GoDvietioD cannot tail to reach thy heart. 
And hppioQt doubtiofs Qee, fihe ftisl* airaj. 

Th^ following Stanzas, addressed to a little 
blind girl, daughter of the editor of the Village 
Record, derive an interest from the &ict of tne 
types being once composed bj the little ^irl' 
aefseHI 

MoafOBol that heaven to tbee deoied 

1^ gloriOHS ii^bt to see ; 
For.cafm as somwer*ssltent tidle* 
Tby days on eactb shaH peaeetul glidet 

Ffom vf oe tad flhH j free. 

Movan not tet thoo naf *8t aeTOr gaso^ 

On aogbt of seeoes below ; . 
Bow weutd it grieve thy heai« to ttaee 
Upon a welt*heloved fhee, 
' The tear tf iNfitieg wo* 

Monro not-^tbou soott shaii uige Uiy iHg{Ul 

To regioQi far away ;. 
And beat eo rmtoriog thc» thy dg^V 
Thy eyes shall opoo on tbe liglit 

Ofaii eteipal t^,. ^^ 
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* 

The following comparatiTely lengthy f^^% 
iras written very baBtily some years sincei in 
ftbc eity of Philadelphia. It is hoped the selft?^ 
timeats it breathes may, in a measurei, aton^ 
45>r its numerous defects. 

WILLIAM PENN, 

Flam one who onir enjoj^ the b1ei«io; wroag^t* 
By bim wbo ** practised all the good be taoght j| 
I7 bim wbbse doctrine piira, wbiise gentle MiTaTi 
Taaght tb' rttde Indian mercy to obey ; 
Wbose dauntlets soul 00 eartbly ill conid fi1gbt« 
Or turn bis zeal from what he deemed was right* 
By bim wbo fortone, pomp, and power fefigne^ 
To glorify hhi God, and biesg mankhid-^ 
Accept the meed tb* unlettered rouse b«stowg^ 
The song that tVom a grateful minstrel iowt^ 
Let charity bis numerous errors bide. 
And friendship turn the critic sbaft asldo. 
Vain were the hope, in the uncultured memt^ 
Tb' full-blown flowers of classic soil to fiod i- 

The diamond, in a pore and polished state^ 

[ Rs talue owes to lustre^not to weight; 

k And at the best, 'tis but a paltry gem» 

: ' If only shaped to deck a diadem ; 

I But, if for useful purposes designed, 

' It needs as Httle lustre as the mind. 
Mistake me not — I do not mean to say* 
That labour's thrown upon the mind ai^7 ; 
. 9o far from lbis» I deem no task 8t?ore« 
That tends from Genius' soil the weeds to cttaii^i 

I But if the flowers of Fancy only bloom, 

T# waste on foreign earth their rich perfomOr 
'Twere better tiartbe tates around them stood^ 
If these but save them from ingratitude^ 
For me, where'er my rustic muse shall stray* 
atill «ba!l my , country claim her sweetest lay i^ 
•r where Ohio rolls her silver stream alon^. 
And nature's minstrels pour the vary iug song (^ 
•r where Niag*ra's voice is heard around. 
And bill and mountain ecboet back the iMUO^jf 
Still shall the virtues of my nat ve land 
lAe grateful tribute of her bard demWKl i 
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l^ot all the geins'Gblcoiida can beflflbt(^« 
'* Aall tflttpi my IBIM6 («j6iaJier ^Jiiitfj^tM z"- 

Brdke be ttie barp Out adblatitMi payi, 
' Pnfcniog tmlth to hottbte Tirtae^t praise ; 
t6t^tx siteMt 5e tti« recreant tfre 
Tbat berrofTs light froM bboor^s luoeial p/ra. 
I may be rash— 4oo warn, perchance, njMat ^ 
if KT, foiiire^l spealc but what I feel. 

Spirit of Song ! that efl io earlier dayi 
To mad ambit ioa twciled the notes ei praise $ 
SpirH of Soog I that eret of battlef told. 
And erst Cor vmahfa thy hidepeddeaee sold » 
Nay« bartered oft thie patriptie tide 
#r reeling, for the porpie robe of pride— 
Ooce aior« awake ito iodepeodeoce wrahe i 
And tVem the chains otgrovellis^ ajiArice bieak^j^ 
Ciit off the fetters that htgloriomrbind 
To glittering dirt the miyMty of mind I * 

Free » the breeze that flies , the deep alottg« 

?reathe oVr the irorld the aweet, the gi^tefnl S0l8g : 
laoda riMnete, where nature's ebildren roaoB, 
t*he earth thair bed, the bdu^dless itilds their home^ 

S bant, chant to theua the uuoihers sseooth'orfene-^ 
o them, et PENN, the frieiidlj deeds rehearse. 
Nor less to those of Afrie^s suHrj clime* 
Send forth the strain of manstrel&y suMlme ; 
Tell them, where'er exists the race of pB9ir» 
That they are free^^^-eojo^ the rights of i^eo ; 
ProclauD from north to south, from east to iresf, 
A spot there is wbere Afric*fi sons are blest ; 
A spot whose fertile fields, whose verdant meads* 
To bathe th^ir flowers, no shower of sorrow needs i^' 
No briny drops tbe climate mild requires. 
No rending siglis to fan aflsbit ion's firej^ ; 
^o crim«on Kooutge its freedom to secure 
No sweat of blood its bosom to a(»aanre. 
Ttlttbem, the wretch uo mercy here will fiodf^ 
tVbo ** fattens on tbe miseries of raanklnd **' 
Whose Kordid spirit walks the ocean waVe* 
HiK fellow mail — his brother to enslave ; 
Who dares to mingie in the holy cup 
The tears of wo. and drink the mixture up^ 
Who heedless, treads upon bis victlro*s gnive^ 
Aod boasts of Treedom while be owns a slave ? 
l^eil them, the church is here the goad mao^s eAf^^ 
No blighting curse precedes his holy prayer; 
No tongue, blaspheoQous, may religion m<)ck«i% 
So cry ascends for vengeance on his flocb ; 



T^H t1iec6, that mercy here lier fbroRe has set, 
ilod Ju8tiee*« stroid with metcfg tearfl ifi iret { 
iTelt-^tell tlietn, tliattbe soil where PertTN has tro4y. 
To a2{ nMnkittd b free (6 iforship Goti; 
That berc, the frabbatb is, to all their race, 
*ji daj. of I ost-*of peace-^of hope-^of grace« 



Wti«t time the bai^ie, to Pt!r2te7irrAiriA*3sboi%tf 
Her freight of mere j, tivth, aitd virtue bore ; 
Wbai liiii« bet saibt tbe jojous seaoieu Curie J, 
iliul gaxed i^iCh rapture eiitbe neiP-borD wurld* 
t*tie IVislurul paather liirkcd tlie woods amoo^, 
iThe wo IPs bud bowl tbroogb aJJ tbe iorejii ruogy 
Tbe boding raf en croaked irooi tree to tree. 
The bear dowiolen eUimed frooi sea to sea ; 
Tbe war whoop broke Bpoo tbe cradle's sleef^ 
Tbe >ell distracting echoed o'er tbe deep ; 
The midnigbt bour beheld tbe cottage blaze. 
White «m its wreck the sbudderteg peasaots gan ; 
iTrona «ged heads tbe hairless skin was toro. 
And thrmigbthe realm in -savage triumph borni 
Fui't the keen edged tomahawk upreared, 
HLQd happy those whom Indian |>itj spared ; 
True to its aim, Tindictive, sped tbe dart. 
And drank tbe purple current of tbe heart s 
His bLood stained banner cnielt j unlurled. 
And murder stalked along tbe new- bom irorld. 
These were tbe woes Ibat reigned tbio'outtbe laod^ 
Cre yet the toot of Pfions bad pres^sed tbe strand* 
Bot, oh, bow wert thou, PENNSTLvaNiA, ebeeredi 
> When on thy shore the godlike man appeared 1 
How throbbed tbe heart, bow gazed the anxious eye 
On him whose features spoke bis ministry j 
11^ w did tbe father's heart bis Joy declare, 
As it flew to meet him on the half breatlied prayer 1 
How did the mother's tears bei raptures speak. 
As rolling down they gemmed her offspring's ebetk 
How did tbe babe its little arms extend, 
And blessings smile upon its mother's friend ! 
How was tbe spirit of tbe sarage rude. 
Chained to the ear(h,^in silent thoughtful mood I 
How from bis nerveless band, the err less dart, 
JPropp'-d on tbe earth, nor sought a victim's bear t 
TTiendid tbe vulture nestle with tbe dove, 
Aut all around was harmony and love ; 
Thin Ifloomed the foretit, in new beauty dressed^ 
yjun smiled a sceond £deo m the vest. 
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Al«i ! no ptOfU ever cid portraj 
The oaaK*Ie>(« feelioge of that bKniful da jr. 
Briaig, OMfinorj, brio( (by iLirror ! let me Ticir 
The aged tree— the tpot on whiefa U greir ; 
■ere let me lee, betieatb the tall (rass laid. 
Dark rail corrode the battle ave ai>d Made ; 
Bere let me t tew tbe flowers that de^k the groufiff^ 
Kotwioe the calomet of peace arosod ; 
Here let ipe pause, aud view the rtrtiious Ftss, 
Proclaimiiij; mercy and good will to meo ; 
Teaching tbelofe that Ck>Dto oiaa hasshon^^ 
And how. ia other days, he sent hn son 
A sacrifice — whose blood shoold cicafise from sin. 
And wan, through biro, to heafen should enter Ib^^ 
Oh, 'twas a scene that n^ht have pleasare giveiiv 
To thoM whose spirits blest repose in beareit. 
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1-he tree has fallen — the listening audience fl^ : 
The Iadiau*f *' father" slumbers with the dead, r 

I 

« # # # # « .41^ j 

\ - ] 
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But, iffrom realmi of Joy, on realms of wfl^j 
The spirits of the good a look bestow, 
Bow will thy generous spirit jo J to see 
Thy sons and daughters all that (bey should be : 
■ow wilt thou gaze opon thy chosen spot, ^ 
By blood unstained — by wealth corrupted not : 
What hearenly joy will radiate thy eyes. 
To hear from earth the gratefal anthem rise ; 
To hear the prayer ft-no Afr ic*s sons ascend,' 
Imploring, blessings oa their kindest friend I 
Nor more on thet, than on thy fellows all, 
Boe> Afric's roice for richest blessiugs call ; 
Still to the fated race thy sons are kind, 
Pouring tbe light of knowledge on the mind ; 
Bisseverihg still the links of slavery's chain. 
And whispering freedom o*er the stormy main. 
Thy daughters too — tbao whom no fairer, e'ejir 
Tiews th* bright sun in all his wide career ; 
Nor on more rirtueus. ever gazed tbe eye 
#f blushing morn, 'neath heaven's blue canopy— 
The gentle influence of iheir smiles ezertr 
T» warm tbe soul, and purify the heart, 
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Ob* woiiK) to hearsn* atj coimtry wras but free 
9 From slavery's ttaio, in e¥erj part, like thee ! 
But, oh, there Uv«, irbo lau<;b tby lawt toscoro—, 
laire in the laod where Wash iNOTaM ira* born I 
A millioo tyrants walk in opeu day — 
A million tyrants on their species prey ; 
Tramplioc the rIgbU that God to all has giveo, 
Vea, murdering in the rtry faceofbeareu. 
But fell ine, monsters, does thy soul be/ieve 
The negro's wrongs no Jnstice will reeeive ! 
Thiuk^st thou the veil that's o'er his features throw a 
Shrouds not a spirit noble as thy owu ? 
Behold the wretched lather,*^ doomed to part 
From all that's dearestfto a I'atber^s heartV 
W ifb«->-children— >rrieuds— ^(rom i'tead nm-— all 
. That man an earth may joys or ble^^siugs call ; 
Changed from a freeman to an abject state. 
The torch of hope d*m-barning on the grave ! 
Will he not make one ethri to hf freed / 
Behold his sbattereil arm ! — ^Does it not bleed ! 
^hiok'st thou that ebon dwelling does not shioe 
A soui by nature, free from guilt as tbbie ? 
Tbiok'st thou no sense of honor warms that breast— • 
That heart no ▼iituous teeliogs e'er possessed t 
Dr>es mercy say, the negro shall be cursed, 
Nay^ spnmed and trampled on by fellow dust ? 
Did Dot the band that formed him, form th< e ; 
Did not JEHOVAH say, to botb^«* Bk Fata t»* 
Doe« OMrcy's tears the white man*8 sins erase, 
Tet leare the negro*s written on his face ? 
ThiokNt thou the hue or texture ol the skin. 
As ibey may t>e, imjily or worth or sin ? 
Where is the sage, in aicience rersed. profounc). 
Who e*^r the textnre of the spirit found ? 
Where dwells the artist, search from pole to pote» 
Who ever knew a color (or the soul ? 
A heathen sage asserts a blush to be 
The hue of Ttrlue and of modesty i 
Admitting this, what color shall we find 
To know a virtuous from a vicious mind f ■ 

9 

* The filet to which these lines alhided, is as follows :— A slave 
id one of tha scMitbeni states, was about to be transported to too 
wilds of the west r the thoughts of separation wrought so power« 
^liy on bitfechngs, that, in a moment of pbrensy^ ha seized an 
tte and struck off his hand, in the hope, by thus rendering his fifr^ 
^•tervioes of little importance, bis new master noold decline 
ft^uigthe eipcttce of transportation* 
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CaiHMl the Ti^laio white man irear a bHisb 9 . 
The tears of crocodiles at pleasure gn^di ! 
Snppnte ttie negro doomed thee to the rack, 
Becan^ thy fkitk was neither red fior blacfc ; 
WoaId*st tbo'ti not cry For f engrance on his hend, 
Tea^ ask why shi inhered still (b* avenf^ing bl^de f 
« Would not thy cooatry execrate the deed, 
Aad for the goiltj bid the guiltless bked ? 
Ten thousand swords would trooi their scabharda stvtf 
. Nor sleep till thej had piereed the oegro^H heart » 
P?aj treble vengeance would Corumbia claini» 
To add a (reble terror to her.nanoe. 
And, 4>h, iBT eountr J. I do blush ter thee— 
For thou^TBOv art this fiend of criielty ! 
Thou know^tt, Columbia, that thy fields are red. 
With drops from AfricN bleeding bosom slied ; 
Thou know*U that oft the food thy children eat, - - 
Springs t'rnm the earth '.hat Atric*s tears have wet* 
What in the negro tboii wouldi^t execrMte, 
Nay, doom his b"d) to the worst of fate, 
Tkal doest thou — devoid of erery fear* 
A^ \i thy God the negro would not hear* 
But. though' be for a time his wrath delays 
Tet will il come io an uhe;aar<\ed day ; . 
Prought, pestilence, and nmioe will des'roy. 
And turn to gall thy sweetest cup of joy : 
From his rtght band th* avenging bolt ooee bnr!ed« 
Where, where art thou ?•— Where, where tl)e pigmy woftii t 

There also live, who th* poor Indian scorn. 
Destroy bis dwelling, and deyoiir his corn ; 
iVay, deem him hot an upf igh bi^ast of prey. 
Which 'tis not murder, unprovoked, to slay ; 
Without a soul — to generous feelings dead t 
A t iger-'-with a hnmaii fbtm and head. 
Oh would that socb, with sentiments so base. 
The tome of Indian history might trace ; 
There woald they find the Indian has a soul. 
Alive to feeling — though it scorns control ; 
UoQumbered proofs of virtue there would rise. 
But one atone shall lor the time suffice : 
Mark him, the Briton, daring to extreme, 
Whose matchless bravery was his nation's then^ { 
Bebold him in the tawny chieftain's power,. 
Hm Wit a sacrifice witbio an honr* 
Oh, God ! and is there none bis life to aave-r- 
No venturout arm to rescue from the graye ? 
Is. there not one among the tawiy foe 
To shield the Britain from the fatftl blow ? 
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Ob, y«s.— There comeR, there comes nfomaU form* ^ 

Bri^t as a sucibeata fshiniug on the storm ; 

Tlie axe is i*aised ! she rushes through the rrowdt 

A white-winged seraph daitUin trotn a cioud : 

'* From U'lva these arro!« eiit^v^iiie,*' with tears the crMi« 

♦•• Ob, liefer wUj PowmaTaw 's daifghter rise. 

TiM her stcru father a full pardon gires. 

Till mercy** voiee proelaioas -^hc B&irov X4Tti I** 

She said : the father felt bis heart' reieiit ; 

H« paused — the fury of bis soul iras speiit ; 

»• Rise* rise, my daughter !" cried the Iiidiaii ekiel^ 

•* liis tof-feit life r.«>pare-^as6ua|;e thy giief." 



Disciples of immortal Tnnn, adieu ! 
Still may yon all th(» nol>k> course pursie; 
Ktill t>e It yours the iff' tehed to retiefc, 
Instruct the Indian — bid the iiegi • lire ; 
To balm the tromided Jieart, t* dry the tear* 
Dispel each doubt, disperse each ri«ing tesr s ^ 
To eyery clime your precepts pure extend, 
Aod render maiu of man the kindest friendl, 

i 

The old coat, which I hare endeftvouredi t# 
immortalize in the following poetn, had beenil; 
very serviceable friend to me for a length cff 
time ; the colour was originally black, but ha4 
changed to a fuzzy brown ; it could itill boast 
five buttons iu all, and the holes or rents, aU 
though numerous, from their size could readily 
be counted ; my trowsers teo, at this period, 
were composed of Russia duck, (an unpreme*' 
ditated compliment to the meek and chrtstim* 
like Alexander of Ihe North !) good sewin|^ 
twine, and the necessary jiiuaiber of horn 
♦*dead-eye'' buttons ; my vest was of stripedl 
swansdown, my hat was hcq)ksSf and could be* 
, formed into any shape whatever, from a low* ' 
l^rimiped gipsy to a three-story jpott^forfc^tw^ /-«» 
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hvo i^Hdogies for ehirts^a pair of list 8u$petidel^ 
«nd a couple of odd cowhide shoes constituled 
the^remamder of my wardrobe; yet, with this 
^^Jkurt Didler^' apparel operating against me^ 
I persevered until I induced a printer, Mr.J*Hi 
Cunningham, of Philadelphia, not only to sup- 
ply me with paper, and credit me for the press- 
work« but also to loan me such small sums of 

Soney as my absolute necessities from time t9 
fne required ;-i all of which bans, together 
with the expenses incurred by printing h^ 
poems, have been honourably liquidated. 

TO MY OLD COAT. 

Loos time bas pamed, old ragged frieDd« 
* Since first we iiieito|fther, 
* AoA Uion to me thy aid didst lend 
To ttiield me from ibe weather. 

But en?iou8 time— relentlesn king ! 

Hatli rent thy seams asunder ; 
And thou hast now becooie a thing 

or every blockhead's wonder. 

But sinre thou*<^ pro?ed a friend in need* 

Through half I itVs rugged journey, 
'Twoiild be a graceless thing indeedt 

Now out of doors to turn ye. 

r 

No, no, old friend — *tis t»etter now 

To brave the world'i dread iaogbtei:; 
Than e*er to thoiigbtlesi folly bow. 

And meet with scorn hereafter. 

The ladies, kind, obligii^ ^uls. 

As throngh the streets they dash on. 
Whene'er they view thy thonsaod bole^ 

Ci7-*«*iir«idinfi''t out fffuhitm /'• 

The dandy, as be passes by. 

Condemns each holey feature ; 
And modem virtue, with a sigh, 

£rc|aiMi»— «• OA, wretched creaUsr$ &^ 
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Bat )ie who learei waged fiieiid ' 

Forgotteaaod iKBg!k9Cted« 
Mar fipd btmself, vffmn eartli 9b9XL0B4$ 

By beaven itself refeeted. 

And be who proudlf tarns Mlde 

To shun a wretched brother^ 
Will teel the sting of injored pride 

In this world or in t^olber^ ^ 

Then ebme, old frieodt for thoa caoatffiQ 

Pi bteet me trom the weather s 
And wtrnumf sun of lifi6 k 8et» 
' We^ll both lie down together. 

And when the last loud trump fAmll i0ttn4 

Acid dawn the morn of (errors. 
Oh, ma^ thj patc^bea theniw tband 

More numerous than my errors I 

rftOBf THE WESTcair fPT* 

REPLT TO THE VERSES ON THE 0U3^ GOAT. ' 

My Yankee friend, these lines I send 
To thank you for your writing; ^ - 

Your witty turns, Hke Robin Barns. 
A(e what I do delight in* 

From d istant giadet, and back wood sbidcSi 

Tfonr brother poets hail you ; 
And hope your muse^ when fools abuse 

Your cuat— will never fail yon^ 



The ladles fair, who at you stare* 

Might better show their breeding ; 
And hawbuck elownsi in all our townfl» 

Are scarcely worth jour tieeding. 

At the French court, they made much ^rlb 

Abont sage FrankliiJ's breefsbes ; 
And the queen's maid, as it is saidi 

£*ea tried to coout the stitebes. 

Fravkliiv more wise, d hi wisdom priflR^ 

He hated shovr aoj fiutter ; 
Be looked on fops as painted topSt 

Or Falstatf^m toasts in butter» 

16 
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I lore die man wbe boldly can 



Betr with snchJook whMi jeering ; 
Wbose priiie or ol^me is much the lame^ 
And neitiwr worth our hearing. 

^Tis.well to wear oar old eoats herof 

As loqg as thej vrill do one ; 
Bat ere wo <Co in heaven appear • 

*Twefe best to get a new oue. 

Several of my productions recently appear6<f 
ih the Contmerctal Adwrtiser^ under the signa^ 
tore of ** Bowdoin''; the following were ori|;!» 
UsSij published with that signature : 

raOM THB COMMERCIAL ADTBaTlSfift, 

I WOULD NOT W»AR, &c. ^ 

I wonid not wear the warrior's wreath-^ 

I would not court his crown ; 
For loTe and Tirtaesink beneath 

His dark and fengef nl frown. 

i wonM not seek my iame to bnild 

On glory's diezy height ; 
Her temple is with orphans fill'd-*- 

Blood soils her sceptre bright. 

I wonld not wear the diademt 

By folly priz*d so dear ; 
For want and vro hath bought each gem. 

And every pearl's a tear. 

I wonld not heap the golden dnst 

That sorjid spirits crave ; 
For every grain, (by penury curst,) 

Is gathered kom the grave. 

Ho.— Let my wealth nnsullied be«^ ^ 

IMy fame be virtuous youth »- 
)1y wealth be kindness, charity** 

My diadem betroth. 
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n*tt THS CMIBfMBBClAL ADTBBTUM* ^ 

TO MT FRIEND. W H, PBINCE« Eg^ 

Wtiy mourn we o'er the fallen floWeft 

Thon^h blighted in iU bloom 7 
WIvy shed tbe'inefiectnaf shoircr— 

Why dreaul and vreep ttn dmom ? 
Doeii it not still sweet fragrance shed ? ' 
Can aught have hreatkt and yet be deadf 

i 

Its leaves, indeed, are shrank and leart 

And prone in (lu<t it lif>s; 
And evenini; drops a dewy tear^ 

And summet *8 zephyr sighs : 
Yet can that zephyr's balmy breath 
To man proclaim — dboav*8 not dsath* 

Then, if the frail and humble flower 

its etsence, life retain-<- 
Defying deatb*s relentless power* 

When whirlwinds sweep the plain ; 
Shal' qoan alone his victim pro?e^ 
Of all that live, and breathe, and move ? 

No. '^Mm fitter dies ! Thro* flood and itum 

UnharmM shall march the soni/ 
1(8 birth -right ble^t «ihalt it reclaim. 

And reach its destined goal; 

For I^ature*8 s/mplf st works deny 

^Thal what bath lived can ever die I 

r&OM THB SAIAE. / 

BIRTH OF BURNS. 

AN ODE. 

The guardiaii spirit of tbe^lyre 
; 0*er Europe winged bei^way* 

I And bade the baby muse retiie, 

i And hush the childish lay ; 

\ For loBgJthe chastened ear of taste^ 

Had sounds discordant bore. 

And genius wept to riew the wast« 
By ignorance done to lore ; . n 

And foliy, with insulting toBgnCi 

Ya unCed the idle wog she tong. 



.^^iM 



tt2f nt^m isVB w 

The tyeopbaotic strain, 
Tbatoiriy kneir to rise or ^li, V 

Ai Rprocig the hope of |;ain ; 
AftveBttb«iidpo«rer. diPtatort pfond* 

The UnrniBf mimtrel rttM, 
80 followed he the motl^ croird, 

ToTile eiibRerTienee nelumfed^;^ 
DlibBiied the spirit 600 had i;i ven, 
HMaifM te eaKhtlie ^Mt of. BvateD. 

•tts now o*cr AtBYN*8c!lffs1]e soared* 

4nd chanced to- list the la} 
The toiihof iNDepKHDBNCB poured, 

to penary *!t daitest rlay : 
•• In i-RBi shall poesy*« spirit dtrcll f " 

'Wai»i*niit the icnddess tow. 
And lo ! on BURNS her mantle felf» ~ 

Atid d»'cl(pd hitn at the pfoti^h : ' 
AUn I hj<> ♦'ye, that hoarna ble»t» 
Fell 00 thedylo; "daisy's breast. 

Prophetie strains o'er that lone ibwett 

His gentle spirit song — 
UnUmely nipt in locklfss hour* 

Bright, heaiitpous, bloonuog, yonng^ 
His a^ the daisy^s fate were due ! 

Lil^^ fitful dreaiD is oVr : 
The s(iare offate its worst bath done* 

And Scotia*s BardN no more : **" 
immortal strains to him are giren, '^ 
And Bv&NE his J)l&aT chaunts in heaven*. 

Spirit of Scotia's proudest lay I 

This sottiafeirele gfvet.? 
Let matual lo?e our bosoms sway» 

And all in fri^Dd<ship meet ; 
The sons of Albtn hither met» 

To eelebrate tby birth. 
Can ne'er themselves nor thee, forget* 

In weftf, in wo. In mirth ; 
And well Cblifmbla's oRpring prise 
The Bard virhoiBOuiid ^ slave despise. 

And then fate partner of his breast* 

Accept from frieuds away, 
The wish, that tbou and thine be btell < 

Throtki^diit life'a <toffa»j day ^ 
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Aod IhKii the Bard af wesUm «liies 

Accept the ferveot pnyep, 
Tbat flowers iti'e^ery pate may risc( 

For .bonny Jea If of Ayr ; 
And may ber bairns e'er worthy prove 
OX Rabbh^^ fame, and JsNNr'i lore. 

'■-•-' 

- 

During my stay in New- York, I occasionally 
wrote for a satirical paper, entitled* ** Ttia 
Hornet,'^ and being much vexed by plagiary 
istfi, I ^ve vent to my anger as follows : 

Of all sorts of thievery, literary thievery, i^ 

certainly the meanest and most unprofitable 4. 

for the plagfarist, though he plunders the men* 

tal jewels of another,doeH not en/ich the impo« 

vertshed treasury of himseif : they are jewelf 

with which he seldom dares to decorate hii| 

thread- bare wit, lest perchance, the real and 

lawful owner might be present, and deal sud^ 

den and merited vengeance on his recent hea^ 

—For one who has made so little noise in the* 

world — whose poetical productions have gea- 

eraly been presented to the public through the 

aedium of newspapers — ^^daiiy, weekly, semi* 

weekly — city and country — I certainly believe 

myself the greatest sufferer, atnong bards oif 

the present day, from those abominable and? 

detestable pilferers-— P/a^tanV^.«.^The lasll 

has been delayed for some^years; and, for the 

last time, I hereby forewarn all whoin thesis 

presents may concern, (and one rhyming gei^- 

tleman in particular, who resides m, or nea> 

Philadelphia) that said lash will fall without 

mercy upon his and their shoulders, should hju 

tr any of his fellow pilferers^ be guiltj Qf a 11% 

1B# 
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vaqr thejfi frdfti f^ agarin. The seittiidents d 

two writers, at distant periods of titne^may be 

similar ; but<, that two auvhors should ase, evenl 

tn one verse^(ihey the authors being unacquaint-' 

ed with each other, ancl between two and threej 

.*httRdred mites apart) the ^eUiSAme tcordsj id ut* 

^lerlj'impossible.-^Bcit the pifikgiarist is not tbe< 

<M^ly fenemy of the author ; I consider him a foe 

whe, wittingly^ ^ive& another person the 

credit, for a production (to gratify private 

|iique) which he knows belongs to the object 

of his resentment ! Many of my poems 

'tnay be puerile* tame, and insipid ; but puerite, 

^ame, and insipid as they may be, if they are 

worth t^ealing, they are worth something to the 

author, who would not have others suffer for 

his moseys imbecility* — Let posterity hold the 

balance that shall .weigh my merits and demer-^ 

its ; and then if the verdict be " Tekd^^'* let my ^ 

imme and my works sink to oblivion, *^ forever! 

Hand for aye-" \ 

in the yfear 1816 or 1817, a poem headed, ! 

** OA, tell me not that mint will ioothe^''* 

i 

*Wfts re-published from the Boston Palladium 
in a country newspaper, (I think in the state | 
of N, York) with the name of Thomas Moort^ 
iEsq- as the authoi- ; nay more, that it was se- 
lected from his ** Gospel Melodies T-^^ow thii j 
•poetnfirst appeared in print in the Palladioffli j 
with the signature of ** w?/6^r^" attached to itf ] 
(this being the signature I adopted during (be I 
tour years after my pieces were first presented 1 
^<^ the public) which is well known to M^ 
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ftlinaas, Ofi^ of the editors of that Journal— 
(Comment is uQnecessary. About three years 
ftince^ a parody of 

•• Is there a beart that never loved," 

%v^bieh I had four years previously composed 
and presented in manuseripi to a lady in and of 
^-feoston, appeared as original in the Baltimore 
^Federal Republican, under the signature of 
' ** J. H." or ** J. li.^^ {which of the two signatures 
'\ do not now recollect — but have it in my pow- 
•^er at any time to ascertain.) — There was no 
pc^tiqal merit, nor stf*ict truth in this pared y, 
as it was composed in a moment of youthful ir- 
ritation, and never intended to meet the eye of 
any one, save her's to whom they were addres- 
sed,-— The reasons that induce me to notice 
|/fcis plagiarism are obvious but to few. 

A few weeks since, a National Song, be- 
[gmmng, 

" When Freedom OD the l>attle storm/* 

made its appearance in the Philadelphia De- 

; mocratic Press, as on^ma/, altho' it had been 
published in, at least, fifty difTerent public jour- 

'): nals three or foiir years ago ! Worse still ; over i ^u? 

I it were these words : — .-' Tune— The Knight 
Errant.'*^ A pretty tune for the words of such 

i a song ! The truth is, the original music for the 
worSs was composed by the well known musi- 
cian, Mr. Hnoitt^ who at the time was leader of 
the orchestra in Vauxhall Garden, Philadel* 
phia« Within a short time, and previous to 
Us publication in the Democratio Press, neftn 



176 THE LIFE QF 

music had been composed for the words by ^a 
;eotleinatt^'' and that music published bj Mr* 
Sage, of this city. 
Now for a peep at "t'other side the picture." 
In the Connecticut Herald of the 2d inst. a 
very chaste and touching poem is published* 
headed "7%<5 Orphar^,^^ " by the Boston Bard^ 
Very well ; the poem is certainly very beauti< 
ful--no poet need blush to own such a produc- 
tion: yet notwithstanding all this, the "Boston 
Bard" most solemnly disowti^ it as his produc- 
tion ; he disowns all xnght and title to it, and is 
not in the best humour with the person who 
has been so officiously kind as to twine an un- 
merited laurel round his brow. The "Boston 
Bard'' never wrote the poem ; nor did he ever 
»ee it, except in the Connecticut Herald, and 
then too by mere accident, j 

The signatures I have generally used arc 
these, viz. 1 Albert; % Boston Bard ; 3. Villagt 
Minstrel; and sometimes ' my proper name, 
Robert S. Coffin, or R. S. C— N.B. Mert I have 
discarded five or six years ago, and Vtttag^ 
Minstrel I only adopted and retained for a pe- 
riod of aboui ode year, while writing lor the 
Parterre of the Village Record, Westchesteri 
Pennsylvania; so that my signature is now, 
and probably ever will be, 

BOSTON BARD. 

JS'eW'York, Seph 1883. 

i ■ ' ■ 
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The following poems were originally pub- 
Kshed as they are headed and arranged below ; 
the first is from the ^^ Statesman^^^ the second 
firom ihB^^CommercialJldveriiserj'^^ and the third 
and fourth from the ^^Westchester Heraldy^ pub- 
fished at Mount Pleasant, N. Y. 

PATRIOTIC ODE. , 

Hail, patrfot, fitatesfnan, here, sas^e ! 

Hail, t'reeduiD's f'ritu^ ! bail. Galtta'« sod—* 

Whose laureifi gveeoer grow in age, 
Pliit)ke4 bj tb« sidic of Washii^ton ! 

Hail, champion in a holy cause. 

Wi»eti hostile bands oar sboreg be^ ; 

'Whose valor bade the oppressor pause- 
Hail, hoary wanier^LA FAYETTE. 

' Forerer vreicome to the shore, 
v: * A. yonihiulcbieK thy footsteps pruned f 

\* Ami. dauntless t^ant and peril bore, 

^ Till VENI VICI decked thycrerti 

Foie^er welcome, great and good ! 
> Till Cr^edom's sun on earth shall sett 

t . ^The (itiH small voice of gTAttttide 

Sh^II bit 8s the name of LA FAYETTE. 

Wbat monarch of despotic power^ 

. Who Ik in would cninh the Ireeboro bnve ; 

Whose glory gilds a tottering tower, 

Himself a snf>jt ct and a slave— 
Would not, to view a nation*^ eye« 

Withjoyons drops nnbidden wet. 
The pageantry ot pride despise. 

And grasp the band of LA FAYETTE 1 

Wheoe*er the lips of yonth enquire . 
The path to virtue, honour, fame-^ 
I Ta glory *s temple proud aspire, 

\' While warmly glows the ardent fiaiBe» 

The voice of age shall fearless tell 

What perils oft Its path beset. 
And prompt them onward b5 the spell 
That arged the smd ol LA FA YETTE« 
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Aod irbeii the shades of death shall elosei 

Forerer ronnd thy batlovred bead* i 

We'll seek the place ol thy repose* 

By tilial love and duty ted 1 
AimI HfSARTs that beat in bosoms free^ 

(Qpms by iinerrin^ wisdom set) -j 

The )i?iDg moiiuments sfaall be 

Of rieedoni's champion— LA FAYETTE. 

CHILDHOOD TJRGIN6 THE STAT OF 

LA FAYETTE. 

Ah ! wilt thon leave us, warrior, say f 
Wilt thou a^nin that ocean bru?e i 

Where death so often seeks his prey, i 

And black, destrnction rolk his wave t 

What tfaonglr onrcHme incfement prove. 
And dark fini^ Hotids onr sky deform ; 

The finii of friendship, truth and love. 

Our fathers* friend shall cheer and warm. 

•Tis true, rode wlnrig oft roatid us blow. 

And tempe^tts «weep our mountains rude; i 

But La Fatettb shall never know ] 

The winter of ingratitude. ' \ 

What shall we do? How plead thy stay ? 

But surely thOu wilt not depart ! 
Our little bands shall bar the way, 

And we will twine us round thy heart. 

We'll weave Hiee wreaths of beantecmff fl8wer% 
Atul gitd them with the rays of t roth : 

Tboo shiiK not count the fleeting hours. 
Nor know but thou art still in youth. 

Nay, warrior, more :— Wtieo Hie shall elofie* 

And time's eventful sands bare run, 
We'll brar thee to i West repose, ^ 

Beside our father— WASHINGTON. 

LA PAFETtlE AT THE TOMB OF WASHJNOTQN. 

There's lifo BXtdlanguage in the air 

That's breathed o*er Vernnn*8 breast; j 

Brave splilts freed assemble there. 

From realms of l^ht and rest. 
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And, hark! beneatb the, unclouded skj^ 

What straim seraphic rise ; 

.Eartfa, Hst immortal minstrelsy— 

boul, spuru ihy brittle ties ! 

Tbeir golden harps the «ugeUe throng 

For mortal roan attnue ; 
For man they swell their noblest aoiig^ 

Aad grant the richest boon : 

For 09ao they leave their saered feat-^ 

On Vernon*s lieight have met, 
And with our lather's spirit greet, 

The gr^at and good Fatsttb 1 

Ah, who may tell the cooTcrse sweet* 

Unheard by mortal ear, 
When two such godlike spirits meet# 

Each in a different sphere I 

Time, thou shaft ne'er again behold 

A scene so fraught with bliss ; 
No, not till Nature's knell is koolled^ 

Behold a scene like this. 

BEPARTURE OP LA FAYETT£. 

And tbou wilt go ?^Then fare thee well. 
Thou great and good-^thou more than nmn ; 
Whose worth no human Toice may tell-«. 
Whose virtues Heaven alone may scan. 

Nay, warrior, shrink not from our praise,«-« 
It flows from fouutains tree and{pure ; 
'Tis gratitude the tribute pays, 
©rioye as strong as heaven is sure. 

Go to tby bright and blooming France I 
Yet think— ah. think all sileutly. 
When gazing on the vast expanse* 
What beating hearts are blessing thee i 

'then to tby couch ;-^in safety rest ; 
For vainly winds and waves contend ; 
Jehovah kath thj labours blest, . 
Approved thy work, and is thy friend. 

We give thee all that thou canst claim*- 
We give thee all that Goo has given ; 
We write upon our hearts tby uamC^, 
, And hope to meet our irieod in lieaTeo* 
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The introdaction to the following stanzas 
was written by Charles Miner, Esq. editor of 
. the " Village Record^^ printed at Westchester, 
Pennsylvania: I was indeed rery uahapj>y 
when this poem was composed, and there ^ 
mnch truth in the whole of it : 

Many kfnd enquiries are made after the 
Boston BardL We have not heard his voice fi>r 
a long time ; and it has been, we fear, the win* 
ter of sorrow with him, add his muse, like the 
dormouse,has slept away the cheerless season. 
But with the return of spring he has renewed 
his song, not gay and enlivening, as we hav^ 
oft heard it, but attuned to melancholy, and 
joyless as deserted friendship^ The follow- 
ing from his pen we extract from the " Indepen- 
dent Balance.'*^ We hope it may not prove the 
strain of the swan. 

^* JnAwhat is friendship bui a nmoM^ 

**A charm that lulb to sleep / * Goi^dsmith* 

T 

O 1 where are tbej who friendship vowM 
Ere fortune's suo decline'd ? . - 

_ Whose gifts, iiiisotight, so rapid flow*d t 
Who round uay heart eutwlo'd ? 

Where, where are those whose re^dy hasd 

My owD so eager pressed, 
Ere want my barque with miseries manned* 

Dismantled anu distressed ? 

Where are they now 7 Ah whither fied t * 

Their vows hare they tergot ? 
Grim Penury thou hast reared thy head^ 

And drove them from my cot. 

l?hy haggard form* an inmate now 

Where fortune sinil'd elate. 
Hath caiieeU*d friendship's lacred TOir» 

^nd left me to my iate I 
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No smile of lore, trom beautj*8 eje» 

Mj dreary path illiiaies ; 
Beneath my tread the floWrets die-* 

The rose no longer blooms ! 

Mirth from my pcesence takes its ft^ht ;• 

Joy seelcs a brighter hone ; 
Hope's jtaper throws a feeble ligbty 

Add pleasure shuns the gloom* 

Ai^ction, e'en alTection trne, y 

And ou the altar sworn. 
To me, alas, has bade ndieo ! 

And ne?er to return. 

^o more iq life have I to lose-**- 

All's lost that's worth a care ; 
Sad iLOd heart-broken is my maieo^ 

JMy spirit in despair. 

In vain on pleasures past I caM, 

Their ghosts alone appear-^ 
3fy early friends— where are they ftH $ 

They tarn a deafened ear. 

Oh, Friendship ! LoTe ! what are ye botb'f 

How speedy your decay ? 
A momentt and ye hare your growth— « 

At longest, but a day. 

Life's chllliog wind begins to bloir— 

The tempest rude to roar ; 
Tour roots the autumn rains o'erflofr*^- 

And straight ye are no more ! 

To what in life thenshall we trust- 
To what for solace flee ? 

If Friendship's interest-— lore but lust-- 
And troth but vanity ? 

Where shall we seek a baloi for car^^ 

A covert from the heart ? 
A shelter from the fiend despair— 

From human wile and art f 

The murky caveni's deep lecess 

Shrouds not the daemon's form ; 
The mountain's brow {he feet may fra% 

HowU there the calmlesa ttorjp* 
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Alas ! tbe broken beart no rest 
Save in thje ^ra^e oaaf find ; 

The serpent coils him in the bf east* 
And round the heart )s ti^ined. 

Death, death alone bath sttenglh to free 
The Yictina from its power ; 

Then fftoo that bears such misery ,• 
Hails not bis final boar f 



This ode was intended to be spoken at the 
Boston Theatre; but was rejected— "His true, 
'tis pity, and pity 'ti«, His true." 

LIGHT AND WASHINGTON. 

.A«r DRIOINAt O0B. 

Blest spirit of the native lyre. 
That swelled the song for freedom won. 

His soul with all thy feelings fire 

That breathes of light and Washington : 

Celestial liypoph. f'^om glory's realms descend-*-^ 

To my adventuroBS nanse thy genius lend. 

How modest waved the victor's plume, 

Departed virtue, o'er thy brow ! 
How. fresh the fadeless flowerets bloom 

That shed their Iragrance o'er thee now r 
Time, Time, there's not a flower thy frost that fears-* 
* For Vernon's soil i< moist with manly tears. 

Yes-^sacred drops bedew the spot, 
Beneath whose breast^ttiy re lies rest ; 

For when hath gratitude forg ot 

The worth of him a world hath blest ? 

Whose name the red man in his wrath respects— 
^ And, mark i his knife a gem ofioerey decks I 

^ '^ WhereV r in life was cast thy lot. 

In conclave deeper sanguine plain, / 
Ne'er feil upon^fby fame a blot, i 

Nor wore thy sword a wanton staia, 
fiearce on its blade the blood of gaiit was seen : ' 

80 thick the pearls of pity fell between. -i 
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Lo« GRt:<ce -bat Isite the blood- hmiads* prey-v 

How hrizht aeaio her glones bfoom ! 
Erooa Vernon's Kun she caueht the ray« 

That s;ild«iher trave Boscaris^s tomb ; 
And vrliile that ray unearthly lingers there, 
The Cross roust triunipti-«-aMd its foes deipatr. 

And "Rifi^iA's.vast and cheerless realm 

From tMifold darkness shall emerge: 
Ap Eagle perch upon her hehn. 

Whose Yision scans creation's ver^e : 
His fiirlous steetf the Tartar fierce shall rekl. 
To l)atbe4u light that warms his every veio. 

ITIsions of gfory— on the soul 

Intensely bright the beams ye throvT, 
.Like waves of gold that onward roll, 
Beneath tbv 8nn*« meridian glow ; 
Still glory gathering as ye move sublliie, 
And throwing radiance o'er the march of Oaie ; 

Tbo' sweet the Seraphs' slraiR, and brtghl 

The m^orn that mu creation broke — 
When Merry said, — Let therp be * i«ht ? 

And Feature from her 8luilab<?rs woke : 
Wbeifethe dark curtains of the deep were fnrfed. 
And man looked forth upon this, beautemis tf&M . 

Tet Kat*-t^ WMW of sires renowned-* 

Brave offspring of the mighty ^ead. 
Did not tkeaven's haj-ps as « weefljf souiid,> 

The su» his beams a«« b*l«;htl3r shed. 
When freedom smited, and hailed the glbrioii^ mc 
That saw Cohimbia's peerfcss saftour bor»l> 

r 

Lo, anffcts' songR the ehiefiain's birfb 
To «ufferiiig virtue lowl proclaimed-** 

Then Freedon. fl#<w again to ear^b. 
And w^ s by Qeaven Cotumbia named: 

Her Starr y flag she fearless waved on high» 

StafS lor her friend, stripes for ber eoeifty* 

Long may that flag o'er freed em's shor* > 

And freedom's sons unsullied warVift-^ 
W ave till creation is no more. 

Till Nature sinks in niin'i grai^e ; 
Th en be it to the God of battles giveBV 
The gloriOBs pftsspmt ot a woifd hy hMteii^ ^ 
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THE SLANDERER. 

Kiiow*>t tlMa the fien<t of the feaifiil bouft 
Tint irmDdecs alone on roortality^f; shore ; 
That tremds on the epTes where brave men repo«v 
And vrilfullj truDpfes the cborcb-yard rose ? 

Kiioir*gt thoa the fiend of the night*ii cold nooni. 
That gases iritb bate on tbe beautoons mooa ; 
That toilsaod mars with the fiu^r of sbame ^ 
Tbe artless record of tbe poor oiau's fame ? 

Kaow'st tbou the fiend nf the liirid hue. 
Whom the eye of mortals may ^ekiom viejiir ; . 
That places bis band on tbe heart of the p;ood» 
C^oogealed for ever the vital flood ? 

Koow*st thou the fiend of the scornful >eye. 
That inhales the pure bre.ith o<' love's warm 8l|^t 
^od returns it back, polluted and foul. 
To poison and wither tbe fond one's soul ? 

Know'sttbon the fiend ? dost thou see ftioa advaaee ? 
O heaven protect thee from his baleful glance; 
' For should *st tbou he aeen by that eye of flame* 
Farewell to thy HONoa. thy olort, thy fams. 

ONTISITING NEWJENGLAND. 

Hail, land of good feeling! haiL home of the poor I 
Hail, cradle of freedom ! sweet scene of delight. 
May the rose and the olive long; thrive on tbe shore , 
And curst be the wi^etcb who theb' beauty wonid biigbtr 

• May thy sons be as brave as thy datighters are fair— 
Thy veterans be honoured, thy statesmen caressed ; 
May all nations revere thee, no traitor ensnare, . 
But tbe sunshine of freedom beam bright on thy breast. 

May tbe deieds of thy love |b^ a<t lasting and bright 
, As thy fame is unclouded — thy charity pure ; 
May thy virtues be written in letters of light. 
And thy name be Immortal as heaven is sure. 

Then hail to thee, borne of tbe wretched and poorK 
Hail, cradle of freedom ! the straoser's delight I 
May the rose and tbe olive long thrive on tby shore 
And curst be the wreCeh who their beauty iroald bl%ht. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THOMAS COFFIN. 

On the bosom of ocead tie fiank to repOM»« 
Wbeve Keptune a hero bad proted h'm^ 

And the breexe that doiv homeward so placidly blRflribl . 
Bears a proof that his soas ever loved him. 

In the mantle of death— 'twas the bed of the braTe--* 

All silent bis corse the j enshrouded; 
And ttiey wept as he snok *neath thR dark#rolMn|^iraf#i 

For that firtue whieb vice oevpr clouded. 

"No more shall the tempest that ruffles the deep 

E*er disturb the repose of his piilow ; 
No more shall the thuoder awake l^om his sleep 

The tar *neathtbe breast of the faUlow^ 

For the rude rocks of ocean now pillow his headr 
Wheretrieudship io sorrow resigu*d him « 

But his memVj survives, tho* his spirit has fled. 
For a good name he still leaves behmd him* 

The following poem was published origini^ly 
in a literary paper, issued at Boston, Massa* 
cliusetts : 



I 
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THE FLOWER OF THE CLIFF. 

I beheld on a cliff which the billows were fating. 
When the sun bad declined, and chill was the air« 
l^ beheld a sweet flower in the night breezes waring. . 
Like the goddc^ts of hope on the rock of despair. 

The bright I'ems of eve on iU bosom were gleamuiSi 
Like the tear of compassion on inode<:t j's cheek ; 
And the chaste queen of night from her bine chamber beaflliB§L 
Shed a soft lustre round the sweet floweret so meek, 

I beheld it awhile, but the storm wasa|>proaehtn|f;-— 
The moon hid her light from the bleak rugged shore ; 
And the dark waves below on its bed were encroachlDg"— 
1 beheld, and the floweret, alas ! was no more ! 

Sweet gem of the rock, while thy fate I am teltiog. 
While my heart bleed» to view thee thus at)ject and low* 
£'en now o'er m j head the rough billows are swelling. 
Which, like thee, may engulf me in sorrow and wo* 

16* 
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The fragment following was first presentel * 
to the public through the medium of the ^^Um^ 
itd States QazetU^^ printed in the city of PhiU^ | 
delpfaia : 

FRAGMENT. 

• •*•«* ♦Tiraa a beauteous spot 

or iertile earth, "^herein a thousand dovrerg, 

or every hue and rragraoee, breathed around 

Ai sweet an odour as was erer boroe > * 

On oceao'breeses rrom Arabians shore. 

Each tree, each shrub, each plant was in its bloooi^ 

And wore a look indicatiTe ofjoj. 

** Who,** said the stranger, **who, on such a sceDe« 

Can fix his wandering thoughts, and yet deny 

The great existence of a Power Sapreme? 

Examine nfeUihettruetureqfthUJlortser I 

Who was the artist f who Its petals fermed ? 

Who bade its embryo leaves expand. 

And woo the kisses of the snmaier wind ? 

Who was the painter ? who its colours laldf 

Whose breath revived^ and through Deaember*s reigfi 

Shielded its reeble form, till snmmer's smile 

Should bid it flourish and its fragrance sbed» 

To pl^^ase the eye and gratify the sense 

Of all the children of this nether woild ? 

It u not^-connot be the v$ork qfcnAJXcs !*' 



v.^ 



^This piece^ also originated ia the " VhitSi 

S^es Gazette:'' 

MARRIAGE OF THE SOUL, 

I do remember, one blest eve 

When all the world was calm, 
I sat me down a^wreath to weave^ 

Louisa's heart to charm. 

And when the garland 1 had wove. 

And twhied it lound her brov^, 
I felt a sonietblng-^*twas not love t . 

To Ipve 1 knew not bow# 
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THIS fiOStdN »a6d< - It?! 

It vras afetillQgkind ftn«r«lear, 

4 sometbiag Uudefiaed ; 
A ray oC joy, as bright and clear 

As wartitsa faeaTeuly iniud. 

And though troin tbat blest boiir oay ejrt 

Hath De?er Viewed her face ; 
Yea, tbotijEb f oerer heard ber sigh, 
' Nor oiet b€r loud embrace ; 

Yet this dear soitietbuig vrbioh I felt 

1^ childhood's early day, 
Withinn^y bosom still batbdtirelt-*^ ' " 

Still cheers fldy life' I decay. 

Oh, tell roe trhat this something W98 / 

This t'eetiiif, ueiv, explain ; 
The effect I feeK—to kuotf the cause 

Tve asked my heart in vaio* 

And till some iviser tips dedoe 
What o'er my senses stole, 
> I'll rest content to style its n» me 

* The MAaBiikas of this souxi* 

i 

While in New- York, I generally worked at 
printing, but received scarcely any thing more 

'than my board as compensation for my labor; 

\ I wrote verses upon local subjects, printed, and 
employed boys to sell them; but the profits of 
this business were precisely small enough to 
discourage any person save a poet ; and he^ 
partaking of the nature of the wild ass, as ma- 
ny people seem to suppose, can subsist tolera- 
bly well upon fresh air, yet i never knew any 

' one to grow very corpulent on such light ana 

! thin diet !-r-How^ver, I had a home, and that 
alone was sufficient cause of gratitude ; at this 
time I had great hopes that my propensity to 
Wander was effectually destroyed ; but I was 
DQiistakerL A printer called to see me, and 
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wished my assistance in conducting a newspa* 
per be was about publisbing in the village of 
PeekskiU^ New York ; be gave me so much 
talkative encouragement^ that I consented to go 
home with him.— -After working and writing 
two or three weeks in his office, I became sick, 
both in body and in mind ; I sorely repented 
that I had left my former situation, but in Tain; 
I became too unwell to work, or to return to 
the city; some gentlemen in the village raw 
my forlorn condition, and promptly relieved 
me, and I shall ever feel the most lively sen* 
sations of gratitude and friendship toward the 
good people of Peekskill^ especially to those 
from whose generosity I was more directly and 

essentially benefitted. To Dr. H -t, who 

attended me daily during my illness, I need not 
express my gratitude-^A« knows there is a'' 
heart in my bosom, and also that it is situated 
in the right place. The following verses may 
be appropriately inserted here; they were 
written in a cold room, on a cold day, with a 
cold hand — but they emanated fr6m a warm 
heart : 

X 

IMPnOMPTU ON MY PHYSICIAIT. 

pieu et mrm Droit, cried Dr. H^— -t, 

To Death who stood bard by ; 
Vve took the field, and you shall jield-^ 

My patients shall not die. 

No quicker said* than at his head 

The marble pestle flew. 
And not content, tbou|h that he lent. 

The mortar foUoired too* 
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So pat it hit, his skall it split,— 

Old BareboDeis kissed the floor. 
Then Peekskill fled, ivbera it is said 

He seldom ?isits more. 

Now like a tbteiV i& shame and grief^ 

He Mj\y skulks aroiitid : 
But lakes g*Dod eare he tread« elsewhere 

TtiaD 09 the Ooctor^s greund ! 



The gentleman to whom the following poem 
19 addressed, has proved himself the stancbest 
friend I ever had ; in weal and in wo, his friend* 
.^h^ip has remained unaltered, although we have 
tiotseen each other during nearlj eight years. 
When this poem was written I was extremely 
Unwell, and my belief was that my days on 
I earth were nearly numbered : , 



■ 



TO MY FRIEND W.H. P. Es(i. 

Commune we now of other days, 

When joy'a full ciip we stppid ; 
When in a heaven of lucid rajs 

Blest hope ber pinions dipped s*-- 
When not a flower beneath the sky 

Bnt pleasure eontd impart, 
AQd the warm Iig:ht of beauty's eye 

Fell gently on the heart. 

Time, time, I hate thee ! ThoQ ha«t stole 

What thou cans*t ne'er restore ; 
Thou'iit filched the jewels ol the soul« 

And let\ but dirty ore ! 
Talk not to me of manhood's joys,*** 

Breathe not to me of fame ; 
The first are but un wieldly toys* 

The seco^ki's but a name. 

Ob, sire me back the tranquil night. 

The dream of morning's bliss ; 
The welcome to the rosy ii^ht«— 

The memory of a kiss ! 
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Return me, O tbon tyrant dreidt 

A fiiiie*« approThii; look— 
A maUier*s vmU^ — the youthful dead— 

Or blot me trom thy book. 

la Tam the prayer ; the cold, cold grave 

Hath takep to itfi breast 
Tlie relirs ortb«' youog; and brave-^ 

Yet a»k6 Onotker f;\ie»i 1 
Insatiate, tfaoo^balt have the boon— 

A irithered heart 'twill be ; 
Then shine thou pale and cbangeful mooo, 

There's colder tar than thee. 

Bnt thou, my friend, whom far above 

A.n other friends I prize, 
LiTe,-*aud enjoy the sweets of love. 

And bask in beanty's eyes *. 
Inhale the si^h nt*v<rtue'« soul. 

Yet eantioos be the mhVe : 
To happiness there's but one ffoal-« 

And treachery s shield's a smile. 

Tet in (he silent hour ot ntf^. 

Remember in thy prayer. 
The friendHhip late could never bK);bt» 

The truth thiU death could <Ure ; 
And, as the suauiwi-^s stnootliest m» 

May by a breath be curled, 
Four thou the nil ot' charky 

13 poo a beartlem world t 

Tes, tell it that 'tis tolly mow 

Its vengeance to renew ; 
Life's debt is paid In want and wo, 

Th^ only coin he knew ! 
And all its vicliw now would claim* 

A g ill it living gave. 
To spread itH darkness oV r his Dame» 

Itai silence o'er bis.grave. 
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The poem entitled " The Mamac of the Peak^^ 
was written in the village of Peekskill^ and I am 
not proud to say it was published in the Co- 
lumbian Chronicle : 

The following ballad is founded on the sup- 
position that a young man in a fit of ungovern- 
able passion, has nurdered his aged and too 
indulgent father! He immediately flies, and 
succeeds in eluding his pursuers; but the 
worm that never dies continually preys upon 
his peace; and amidst the murky recesses 
of the forest— upon the dizzy verge of the 
[Highland summit — in the gloonay caverns of 
fthe rock — wherever he bends his solitary way, 
the bleeding form of his victim stands before 
him5 and points to the wound the paricide's 
tanhallowed hand has given. The intenseness 
l^.of bis mental and bodily sufferings at length 
I prdducea insanity — the lightning strikes him, 
and be perishes in despair* 

i THE MANIAC OF THE PEAK. 



A BALLAD. 

Ab, wlio is he who v^andew wild 

On you untrodden peals ; 
Whose loolis d«^clare him miseryN child, 

Whose features madaess speak ? 

Wliy treads be on that fearful height. 
When e?e her loantle spreads, 

And nature oiourns the blessed light 
Tuat Sol no longer sheds ? 

Alas, the glorious light of mind 

His path no niofe ilHimcs , 
The mental orb of Ti<*ion*8 bhnd< 

And hope do longer blooms. 
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UpoB the diszf verge of death 

All herd lessly lie stands — 
Laughs at the storm that bursts beneath* 

And madly cfaps his tiaiids! * 

- 4 
Iffo coward tear his tionl alarnmh— ^ 

He dreadcno eotning HI; -' •■ 

The Isji^htDHig's ^lare bis sprrit cfaar^^ ■^' • 

That leaps Irom hill to bill. j 

The tbiwider*s deep, terrific voice* ■ 

Breaks idly on his ear ; 
And most 1] e bids his soul reJoic# 

Whendanger IS most near. 

TYie pelting bail, the sleet, the snofr. 

The frost, the frequent shower, 
The bleak and piercing blasts that blolr<v» 

0e mocks their every pofver. 

Distracted rolls the maniiic*^ eye. 

O'er heaven, and sea, and earth : ^ 
And though destruction hovers oigb« 

He yells his horrid mirth. 

♦ 
Ob, God ! in mercy build Thou np 

Frail reason*s siiattered throne j. 
Sank let us quaff the bitter cup 

That must our sins atone« 

But see ! the vivid lightning*s flarae 

Hath scathed the sufferer's form ; 
His spirit treed, from whence it came 

Returns npon the storm. * 

if ysteriods are the ways of heaven 

lu«crutabfe its laws ; 
The SFriicTS to know to man is given* 

But hidden otlt the QATTfiE. 

The wretch who wandered fierce and ffili, 

'Miiist elemental strife, 
With blood bis daring hand defiled. 

And plucked a fatbek's life ! 

From Justice here he swiftfy fled* 

Hemorse as swill pursued ; 
Through forest, dell->where'er he 8pn|^ 

The fiend beside him s)ood« 
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^ My poDisbment,*' iriib Caia, he cried» . 

** Oh, God I 1 caooot hear !*' 
7hen in his inadoess heareo defied, 

Aod perished in despair. 

Far from that spot, so lone aod drear» 

The huotsDiaa trends away ; 
And erst the Red Mao sbruak frith fi 

*' Aod left the stag a bay." 

And oft, 'tis said, unearthly cries 

Upon the blast are borne. 
When whirling tempests shake the 8kie% 

And th' firm oak'a uptorn. 

Andwah / to touch his bones refrain. 

There's peril in the deed ; 
That hand to lite may start ag^in. 

And teaeh tht heart to bleed I 

SiTo floweret rears its fragile Ibrni 

Abo?e the murderer's gra^e ; 
Mut furies shriek amidst the storfl!. 

And round his relics rare. 

And traces of those spirits curst 

The traveller may espy. 
If, when the Autuma tempests barst» 
" He thither turns his eye. 

S!he powling panther, fierce foi9>lool|^ 

Not there his wrath may wreak ; 
A fiercer spirit haunts the wood, 
' fbe MaNiAG*t of the Pbak I 



STANZAS. 

i lore the man who weH can bear 

Misfortune's angry frown ; 
i loTe the heart that spurns depair* 

Though all its friends hare flows* 

t love the soul, so nobly prond» 
That misery cannot blig|bt ; 

Tba soul that braves the jeering cirt1V% 
And iterolj clains iu r ighU 

AT 
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I lof e that fiirtitode, refiii*d. 
Which sorroir canoot shake ; 

I love that atreugth of mat and miad 
No earthly power eao break • 

I love the man irbo seoras to bend 
^^^neath affiictioa'a blast ; 
fMptrasts in an ALXieHtT Pftisiro 
To sooth his'tfoes at lait* 



1 



ST. CLAIR. 

Becenerate soot of sirei reooimed ! 
Unirortby of Ibo Dane yon bear* 
Let not^^^r tears bedeir the esoond 
Whose triendly bosooi ibroiids St. Ciuimv, 

^wat not the pierelng vind that bloiva 
0*er eaiteni>iaoiiotaint eoM and drear; 
^Twas not tbe Northern blast that froie 
^illie mii^T heart that witheroth koi«. 

2f o-^«tiras the blisbtin| wiith that stole 
liike poisotiOQs de«rs»-hke treachery's broaUi^^^ 
Whose €hiUinf foarmfk decayed the C09^ 
Bre fat tfae^l^ was ripe for death. , 

j 

Farevell, great diade ;-^I woold not wite ! 

(The lyre to speak thy deathless fame : J 

If o— let tbe atring ftsunder break. , 1 
^hose Tolce would sound my ooantfy*! dnne' 
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i 



THE BOSTON BARD. ^ 



CHRISTMAS ODE. 

Mom of SaW&tion ! glorious morn. 
That saw Crettiou's Saviour born ; 
Tb«t saw tlie ctar o*er Bethlehem ri;;ei 
Th« star of peace in BethlrheroN sicies ; 
Again tby clart return we f^reeU 
And pour our pryers at Jesus* ie«t 

Blest Rtar of peace i how cbeerM were thoa^ 
On whom tby qiienohlesi light fiist rose ; 
When first the doubUul sbepherd's eye, 
Alone. Mbekl thee mount the sky, 
Atid owned His power to heal and bless«^ 
The sun 6f Truth and Righteousness I 

Angel of Mercy ! speed ihj flight 
To those wbo grope in heathen night ; 
Bear on thy wings^Ob, Mercy, be^r 
The purport of the ChristaiDN prayer ; 
Tiiro' the wide wo^UI this truth proclaim-— 
*^* Salvation'^ through Eiiiianuel*8 name*'^ 

No more, oVr a deluded world. 
Be war's' red banner e*er unfurled ; 
- I^o more oi'mao be man the foe, 
Seekinir bis feHow*8 overtbrow ; 
JLet en?y cea<e — let anger end. 
And man become of man the friend* 

The night of Snperstition's past. 
The morn of Reason dawns at last t 
Where'er the Christian's loot bath trod^ 
Is known tbe true and living Goo ; « 

The distant Hiudo bends the knee. 
And cllogs witb bope to Caltart. 

And we, Ob, Sun of rigbteonsness ! - 
Wbo tby blest influence confess* 
Unto our feet be thou a ligbt. 
Forever present-— ever bright. 
To cheer our passage to that boome 
Wbere all must stop—but none retuint 
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SACRED MELODY. 

JERUSALEM THE 96LOVED. 

Beloved of the Lord !— At the dawn of thy pride 
How bright broke the light of thjr tame ; 

In tba fierceness of wr<itb didst thoa terribly ride^ 
And thy foes sititk in deatl^ and in shame. 

'i ■• 

Beloved of the Lord ! — With the stranger 80jounii« 
Lorn Israel ! the wreck ot'thy race ; 

Thy Kons and thy daii8:ht«>r> in solitude iiiourn« 
For Jehovah hath hidden his lace. 

Beloved of the Lord K--Tbi>re is hope for thee still — 

Tbf> tight breaketh on thee afar ; 
Our faith «hall be thine--4hoii shiilt dwell on a MIL 

And the East shall disclose tbea Its star. 

Beloved of the Lord ! — In Jehovah con6de. 

Thy sin unto death hath not been ; 
Hif anger hath looked on thy hardness and pride* 

But bis mercy shall l>uild thee again. 



TBIMI BTS8 SHALL SEB JeR0«ALEB1 A C^UIET HABITATIOST^-^A 
TABEftNACLB THAT SHALL NOT BE TAKBN OOWN. Isaiab. 

Oh, weep no miwe, poor wanderer wonit 

From Zion*s rnini^d hall ; 
Thv glory cometh like the morn, 

Tluit shinetb bright o^er all. 

From Calvary's height a star appears. 

Of never fading ray. 
Like that which calmed the shepherd's fearsi 

And cbasi^d their doubts away. 

The city of the Eternal King, 

From darkness shall emerge ; 
Bis chosen people he shall bring 

Frtm earth's remotest verge. 

A tabernacle fair shall rise 

Where Desolation trod— - 
A temple shine to Israel's eyes* 

Whose priest shall be our God. 
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^be beauteoos how of promise gi?«% 
Shall circle o*er the cloom — 

One eod forcTer fix t>D Hea?eB» 
And one OB Jesus tomb. 



|^% TJir Z.0BD WILL BATE HERC7 Off JACOB, Affi W|||^i 

c'aeBi;;jB urael* and set theju in their owb^aawb. 

[Isaiah, chap, xiy , w, t. 

JojT— joT ! thou poor ^nd desolate«-i 

Thou city troddea down ! ^ 
Jehovah's bles^tings on thee wait, 
. And soon tbj bead shall crown. 

For by his prophet, he hath said* 
Though great indeed thy sin-— 
miough darkness o*er thy face 19 sprea4i 
Thy sun shall shine again. ^^ 

To Jacob be will mercy show* 

And Israel he will choose ; 
Before the Christ each knee shall bBW, 

Nor more his grace refuse. 

flis Temple on the wreck shall rige^ 

Thy sons shall gatheied be ; 
The San of Troth shall glad thiao €/€& 

Thine eyes Sal?atioa see, * 

Then shall thy bondage broken be^ v 

And strangers with thee Join ; 
Then shall thy strong oppressor*! t^ 

And peaoB be efer tbiaB« 
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After leaving Peekskill, I found employment 
for a few months in the office of the '* WestcheS' 
ter Herald^^ published b/Mr. Stephen Mar- 
shall, in the town of •/lffown/Pfea5an/,NewYprk, 
ftod in this place I wrote nearlj the whole of 
this narrative. I feel mjself much indebted to 
Mr. M. for the kindness he thus exercised to- 
ward me, more especially as assistance was | 
promptly rendered at a time when I very much ; 
needed it, and should perhaps hare found some j 
difficulty in obtaining it elsewhere. 

The gentleman mentioned in the following 
extract from the " Westchester Herald^^ I first , 
t>ecame acquainted with in Philadelphia: be | 
has always acted a very friendly part towards j 
me: — 

On Tuesday, March 22, 1825,1 received bj 
the northern mail, a package from Washington 
City,directed thus, (t^eri.e/ 6V.)— "1 newspaper, 
Boston Bard, at New- York, or somewhere ehe.^ 
I have felt some satisfaction from this odi in- 
cident for tvio reasons, viz. — first, it is pvetij 
satisfactory evidence that any package direct- 
ed to me, and forwarded by mail, will eventmUy 
reach me ;.secondly,the package was received 
from a friend whom I supposed to be numbered 
with the dead ! Under these impressions the j 
followinff stanzas and introduction were for* ; 
warded to, and inserted by the editors oi tnc 
New-York Statesman, in their excellent daily , 
journal, June, 1824. Solomon says, that "As j 
cold waters are to the thirsty, so is good neW0 j 
from a far, country ;" and this incident hal 
•atisfactorily proved to me that Solomon waf 
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St man of consummate wisdom, and had read 
the whole volume of the human heart. 

To the Editors of the JVetv- York Statesman. 

"Gentlemen — The following stanzas wero 
addressed and presented, about two months 
since, to my most intimate and generous friend 
Mf.D.Hewitt, whose decease at New-Orleani 
has recently been announced in the public 
prints. The verses were composed extem- 
pore, and with a presentiment that we should 
■leet no aaore." 

H^hen true hearts are withered^ 
^nd fond ones havejlownt ^ 

Oh, iifho rvoidd inhabit 

This bleak world alone, MeORlB. 

We've met once more— and heaven aboT« 

Is bright and beauteous o*er us ; 
The birds afecbaDtiog lays of love, 

And floiverets spring before us : 

We've met once more— and zephyrs play 

Around, beneath, above us ; 
Ab, fFouId their light wings bear for ay« 

A sight from those who love us ! 

We've met once more— with friendly swell 

Onr hearts have passed a greeting ; 
But when, or where — ah, who may tellt 

Shall next be held our meeting ! 



We're met once more— to joy elat* 

Thy heart is ever waking ; ^ 
But mine i« not so kind a fate— • 

The Binstrel's heart is breaking. 

We've met once more— accept the lay 

Though monrnhilly it rises ; 
'Ti« all y«u aisk— all I can pay : 

Who gratitude despises t 
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The general outlines of my life ate het€ 
given, up to the age of twenty-eight. — I noW 
deem it necessary for the purpose of gratifying 
the curiosity of my readers, to describe the 
leas prominent parts of my character, as well 
as the dimeneiouR of my person^ and the fea- 
tures of the front part ot my head- — to b^ginj 
My hair, which was once pretty dark, is now 
changing to a grey colour, full as rapidly as I 
could wish ; my forehead id not very high, noi' 
polished,and my eye^brows are thick, and meet 
together; my eyes are of a light blue, and 
lometimes very bright ; my nose^ I believe, 
stands a little to the left, and is of a moderate 
size ; my chin is dimpled or parted, mj lips not 
thick, and my checks generally pale ; mj ears 
are of tolerable length, and my neck, neither 
«hort nor long ; my height is precisely five feet 
and three inches, and my limbs are naturally 
thick,, strong, and well proportioned. I never 
wear a cravat or handkerchief tied closely 
about my neck ; and, until my last ill turn of 
health,! have accustomed myself to do without 
stockings, both summer and winter ; the feet 
are much warmer without stockings than witt 
them, and there is no danger of catching cold. 
I often wash myself, and change my clothing 
#n Saturdays, and spend the evening of that 
day in company with some of my friends at a 

f)ublic house ; but on the Sabbath I seldom 
eave my residence, and still more seldom quit 
it for the purpose of recreation or amuseroenfe 
Respecting my inward man>— my passion^ it 
youth were quite ungovernable^ and my angefi 



THB BOSTON BAR9. 20 1 

was easily excited by trifling causes ; but my 
spirit is now in a great degree subdued, and 
^11 mj passions are much more readily con« 
trolled. I am subject to melancholy reflections, 
especially in wet and cloudy weather, and i 
can write much better poetry when the sun is 
looking full upon me^ than when its light is 
partially withdrawn; if I am sad, my best en* 
deavours are used to prevent the multitude 
from knowing it, by silently slipping away from 
company, and retiring as soon as may be to mjr 
bed. I am fond of associating with respecta-* 
! ble mechanics, and with people who are sup- 
posed to belong to what is denominated the 
♦'middling class" of society. The very rich are 
apt to think themselves degraded by holdinj 
fellowship with an untitled and impoverishei 
writer; but that class which exists between 
the wealthy and the abject, is composed of 
people possessing an easy, affable, and open 
deportment, free from pride and arrogance,and 
readily imparting useful information on almost 
all subjects; I am alsa pleased wrth the con-* 
yersation of Scotsmen — there is a great deal 
of music in their souls, and of poetry in their 
manner of relating past occurrences; but I re* 
spect them most because Bctrns was their 
countryman, and Bruce was their king; and I 
love their wild and rugged home, for the sake 
of Ramsay and Tannahill: in truth, 1 have 
never discovered that grovelling principle of 
avarice in them which I once believed all Ca- 
ledonians to possess, and I have been mi^ch in 
the compayy of Scotsmen during the last fivQ 
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or six years ; it is my opinion that Dr.Johnsoit 
had a heart capable of ingratitude, and that in 
some instances he has been guilty of telling a 
few very palpable and enorinous^i*/ ' 

Like most people I also have some uncon* 
Ojuerabie antipathies; for infitance— I do not 
hke those who have injitred mr — this is un- 
christian-likf^ — but I caniM>t help il — it \b their 
own fault; I do not like to see men, bred upon 
the duoghill of vice, suddruly throwing ft 
Straight forward somerset, and alighting in the 
pulpit; I do not like to be told that I am the 
worst sinner upon earth — for i do not believe 
it ; I do not like advice of those from whom I 
have not solicited it; f do not like politics, al- j 
though occasionally I dabble in thena ; I do oat \ 
like a great deal of my own poetrry, but as it I 
fieems to improve by age, I^nall not yet coat' j 
mit it to the dames; I hate spiders, toads, and I 
English Reviewers; I have no partiality fof j 
rats or old rakes ; I dislike right and left shoes, j 
and village coquettes; I hate mosquitoes, and i 
detest egotism! — **Qtifrf reefed,'' most complaisant 
render ? — Enough of my whims have been sta- j 
ted whereby to give a pretty good ^'guess^^ at i 
what kind of a biped animal I am; neverthe- | 
less there is no one able exactly to hit the 
n)ark> because I follow the advice of RoBfiR^ 
Burns to his youthful friend, and always 



ft* 



Keep something to myfuW 



I oever tell to onj^.*' 

My whole life has been since 1 learnt to feel \ 
what life is, a lengthening chain of misfortufi^^ 
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and of miseries ; some of these evils might have 
I been avoided by persons possessing less in-* 
[tenseness ol feeling — but with me, they were 
unavoidable ; I am capable of suffering, and I 
have suffered ; yet Gob ** tempers the wind to 
the shorn lamb,^' and I am stir in the land of 
those who breathe and enjoy the glorious light 
of heaven. I believe that I have done more 
good to the w^rld than f have done mischief in 
it — therefore the world is in my debt, which 
debt it has now a most eicellent opportunity 
^ of discharging, by purchasing the . present 
; sketch of my life, and thus enabling me to pro^- 
! ceed in being useful is my day and generation. 
Those who are dissatisfied with perusing tlie 
contents of this work, and like my poetry mucif 
"better than my prose* will s<K>n have an oppor* 
tunity of reading my best poetical productions 
in a separate volume, which will be published 
^n the course of a year, at the farthest The 
whole of the present work may foe said to have 
been written extemporaneously, and while the 
author was suffering from a complaint in the 
breast of a very afflicting nature ; — I am not 
accustomed to make apologies, and if I wa0» 
this last circumstance alone should be a suffi* 
cient one for the defects in my composition. 

All that now remains forme to do, is to ten- 
der my thanks, to my patrons for the very liberal 
encouragement they have given, and to assure^ 
them of my intention, should life be spared, to 
attempt the composition of something far more 
wovthy of my muse than any thing she has yet 
accomplished ; until then, patrons and fnendi^i 
^dieuf 
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